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When we behold her angel face, 

Or when ſhe ſings with heavenly grace, 

In what we hear and what we fee, 
How raviſhing's the harmony! - 
No charms like Celia's voice ſurpriſe, ; 
Except the muſic of her eyes. Lansown. 


VO L. 1m. 
$ONG 1. 


Nymph of the plain, 
By a jolly young ſwaio, 
By a jolly young ſwain, 

Was addreſs'd to be kind: 

Bur relentleſs I find 

To his prayers ſhe appear'd, 

Tho! himſelf he endear'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 


As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


he a. - 
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How much he ador'd ber, 


Horw ofthe inplor'd her, 


How oft he implor d her, 


I cannot expreſs; 
| But he lov'd to exceſs, 


And {wore he would die, 
If ſhe would not comply, 


6 ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſhon to meet, 


While bluſhss like toſts, 
Which nature compoſes, 


Vermilion'd her face, - 


With an ardour and grace, 


Which her lover improv d, 
When he found he had mov 'd, 


In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
- As ſoon might perſwade her his paiſion to meet. 


Wen wak'd from the joy, 
Which their ſouls did emp'o7, 


1 houſand odours he ſipa, 
At the ſight of her eycs 
He faints and he dies, 


e ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade het his paſl.on to meet. 
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 MISCELLA „ 
Bat how they ſhall part, 

Now becomes all the ſmart, 
Now becomes a!l the ſmart, 
»Till he vow'd to his fair, 

That to eaſe his own care, 

He would meet her again, 

|  . And till then be in pain, 7 

In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


SONG u. 


GERD home my loo trays eyes tome, 
Which ah! too long have dwelt on thee 3 
But if from thee they've learn'd ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, — 0 
And then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them ſtill, 


_ 


** 
Which no unworthy thought cod d ſtain; 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both 
Its word and oath, 
Lecp'®, for then fs acne of wine. 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
| That 1 may fee and know thy lies, 
A 3 


+, 


6 + THE TEA-TABLE 


| Foaliſh moral, pray be ealy, | 


And laugh one day perhaps when thou 
|  Shalc grieve for one 
| Thy love will ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


SONG m. 


. WHILST 1 fondly view the charmer, 


Thus the god of love 1 foe, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
| Cupid, if you love me, do: 


Of a thouſand ſweets bercave her, 


The remainder ſtill will leave her 
6 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 
Still in every breaſt will move, 

More is ſupererogation, 

Mere idolatry of love: 


You may dreſs a world of Chloes 


In the beauties ſhe can ſpare; 


Near him Cupid, who no foe is 


To your altars, or the fair, 


[ 


Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Florella's charms difpleaſe you, 


Die then, fooliſh montal, die: 
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Of the captivating ſtore ; 


Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
9 


„ 
| Juſtly then you'd pray that power 
Shou d be taken from the fair: 
But tho I ſpread a blemiſd o'er ber, | 
wo reliefio that you'll ind; 
* | Kill, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her 
' For the beautics of her mind. 


SONG IV. 
"PEN years, like Troy, my ſtubborn heart 
Withſtood th aſſault of fond defire: 
But now, alas! I feel a ſmart, 
| Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on fire. |, 


Wich care we may a pile ſecure, 
F And from all common ſparks defend : 
Bat oh! who can a houſe ſecure, 7 
|  Whea the celeſtial flames deſcend. 


Thus was [ ſafe, till from your eyes 
Deſtrugtive fires are brightly given; 

Ah ! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 47 
When lo! the light'nivg comes from heaven. 


*. 
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SONG V. — 5 
WW HILST I gaze on Chloe trembling,” 2 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear di 
When ſhe frowns I then defpair. | '"M- 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
Tan 1 would reſolve to leave ber, *j 


__ ET "Se | 7 
F Why ſhould I conceal my paſpon, 
Dr the torments bendure? © 
i I will diſcloſe my inclination : 


| Awful diſtance yields no cure. 
- Sure it is not in her nature, 
\ To be cruel to her flave? - 
L | She is too divine a creature 
10 deſtroy what ſhe can fare. 


3 | 
F  Happy's he whoſe indlination 

=. Warms but with a gentle heat : 
©, Never mounts to raging paſſion, 

L . Love's a torment if too preat. 
© . When the ſtorm is vace blown over, 
But a conſtant faithful lover 
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— 
The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſt as I. 


Aſc gliding waters, if a tear | 

Of mine increas'd their ſtream ; 
Or aſk the flying gales, if e er 
I lent a ſigh to them. 


| And I'm by beauty caught: 
- The tender chains of ſweet defire 


Are fixt upon my thoughs. 


An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul ; 
The favourite of my ſoul. 


Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 


Ye gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 


Ye cloſe retreats of love; 


PY = 
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With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 
DO teach a young unpractis d heart, 


The very honght of change 1 ane, | 

As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


u true the paſſion in my mind 
1s mixt with ſoft diſtreſs; 
Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
; 1 cannot wiſh it leſs, 


SONG Vi. 

A Ein the Down the leet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyed Suſan came on board ; 
| Oh! where ſhall I wy true love find ? 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
— ESIes. 


 Wilkam, who high upon the yard, 
Rock ' d with the billows to and fro; 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 


He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 


| The cond fldes gently thro! his glowing hands, 
Aud quick as light ning on the deck he ſtands. 


80 the fert lark, bigh pos d in air, 
And drops at once into her net: 


o Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
We only part to meet again: 


Believe an what th landmen fy, 
| Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind 3 
They'll tel. the ſailors when away, 
m e ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art'preſent whereſoe'er 1 go: 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
' Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric's fhicy gle, 
Thy fkin is ivory fo white; 
Thus every beautepns obje that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Swe. 
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Thoꝰ battles call me from thy. arma, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 
Tho tannons roar, yet ſaſe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

\ The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, = 

No longer maſt the {tay aboard; 

They kiſa d; the £gh'd; he hung his head; 
Adicu, the cries; and wav'd her lilly hand, 


| SONG VII. 
QWEET are the charms of her [ love, TY 
Soft as the down of tyrtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zephyr blows, 
To ſun- burnt climes and thirſty plains, 


| True as the needle to the pole, 
_ _ Or as the dial t the ſun, 
© Conſtant as glidiog waters roll, 


- MISCELLANY; 13 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers e 
As 1 purſue my ſoul's deſire. $4854 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 

| And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th* approach of autumn flies. 
No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 


. Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble towers and walls of braſs 
In his rude march he levels low: 
Lore from the ſoul can ne er divide. 


The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the bleſt above, 
Where known to all his kindred train, 


- i, alias 


= horn 
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' Love and his ſiſter fair the ſoul, 
Twin-bora from heaven together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


* 


s on G m. 


AIR Iris and her ſwain 
Were in a ſhady bower, 
Where Thirſis long in vain 

Had ſought the happy hour. 
Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 
He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
- Longer yet and longer, 
If you would make me hielt 

1218. 
eb a 
$ By truſting is undone, b 

Our ſex is oft betray d 1 
By granting love too ſoon; 

If you delire to gain me, 

Your ſufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer and yet longer, 

Before you ſhall poſſeſa. * a4 4 


MISCELLA NT. 15 
Tua „„ 

The little care you ſhow” 

Of all my ſorrows paſt, 
| Makes dearh appear too flow, 
Aud life too long to laſt; 
om, Iris! kiſs me kindly, ' 
u pity of my fate, 

| Kindly flill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 


Ia 18 
You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advances make; 
Tis not for maids to kiſs, 
But tis for men to take 2 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
| And 1 will not rebell, 
Thirſia may kiſs me kiodly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. 


At rana ATT YA. 


And may I kiſs you kindly ? 
ves you may kiſs me kindly,” 
And kindly ſtill and kindly ? 
Aud kindly ſtill and kindly.” 
IEEE AE 


11 THE TEA- TABLE 
Aud 1 will no rebel,” - 
Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly; 
„ © 5 * IJ | 
AH! bright Blinds, hither fly, = | 
And ſuch a light diſcover, | 

As may the able fon lapyly, 

And chear the drooping lover. | 


Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 

And all my ſorrows baniſh: 

Before the ſun of thy bright eyes, 
All gloomy terrors vauuſh. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain; =» 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure : 1 ' 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, | 
| When you were made for pleaſure ? 


The petty powers of hell deſtroy ; 
To lave's the pride of heaven: 

To you the firſt, if you prove coy ; 
If kind, the laſt is given. 


| The choice then ſure's not hard to make, 4 * 
* Betwixt a good and evil: | 
Which title had you rather take, | 4M 
| My Goddeſs, or, my Devil? | 


4 


+ 


| 


' Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
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SONG XI. | 
! Liza, ſcorn the little arts, 
Who think they ne'er ſecure our hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill refuſe; LE of 
Are coy and ſhy; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſon higher; 
But when the poor delight is known, . 
1 quickly palls dere. 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 


Or ſtop you know not why; 


What death you mean to die! 


Let all your maiden fears be gone, 


And love no more be croſt: 
Ah! Liza, when the joys are known, 
' You'll curſe the minutes paſt. 


| SONG XII. 
RE wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, | 
Theſe wits are the bane of your charms : 


| Beauty, play'd againſt reaſon, will certainly loſe, 


Warring naked with robbers in arms. 


1 Young Damon, deſpis'd for his plainneſs of parts, 


Has worth that a woman would prize; 


He'll run the race out, tho' he heavily ſtarts, 


Vor, 11. * 8 
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Your „pol is a ſaint in the temple of love, 
And kncels all his life there to pray; 


Tour «v#t but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 
'Tis a ſtage he but takes in his way. 


SONG XIII. 


In Stella's ſoul lies all her power, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd: 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 


Stella, like Britain's monarch, 2 
O' er cultivated lands; 

Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 


Thy beauties only ſtore : 
Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 
Each day gives Stella more. | 
3 


— 
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SONG XIV. | , 

CO? al the giris thar are fo mare, | 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 
Iss half ſo ſweet as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And through the ſtreets does cry em; 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 
But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne er beget 
So ſweeta girl as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When ſhe is by, I leave my work, 

I love her ſo ſincerely; 
My maſter comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me moſt ſeverely: 
But let him bang his belly full. 
. 
And the lives in our alley. 

| B 2 
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Of all the days are in the week, 

I dearly love but one day, 

And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday. - 

For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt; 
To walk abroad with Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


And often am I blamed, 
Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named: 
I leave the church in ſermon-time, 
And flink away with Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


O! then I ſhall have money; 

I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my honey : 

And would it were ten thouſand pound, 
I'd give it all to Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
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At 
Make game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) Id better be 
A ſlave and row a galley; 
But when my ſeven long years are out, 
O! then I'll marry Sally, 


1 0! then we ll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But not in our alley, 


- 


SONG XV. 


Wonor⸗ — then pic - 
You maſt tickle her fancy with ſweet and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly ſweetly — 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her cars; 
Wittily, prettily talk her down, 
| Chaſe her, and praiſe her if fair or brown; 
Sooth her, and ſmooth her, 
And teaſe her and pleaſe her, 
Apd tonch ber her niches, and all's your own. 


Do ye fancy a widow, well-known in men, 
Wich the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
He at her each moment, and briſkly briſkly 
Fut her in mind, how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 
| Rouſe her and touſe her from mom till noon, 
B 3 
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And ſhew her ſome hour 
You are able to grapple, 


Do you fancy a punk of a humour free, 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality, 
You mult rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; | 
Soear her much fairer than all the town, - 
| Try ter and ply ker when Cully's gone, 
Dog her and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 


SONG XVI. 


SHE. 
| Of Lo! if a god thou wilt be, 
Do juſtice in favour of me ; 
For youder approaching fe, 
A man with a beard, 
Who, as 1 have heard, 
Hath often undone 
With fighing and toying, 
And crying and lying, 
1 
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H s. 
Fit maid, by your leave, 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleaſure to meet you here: 9 
Pray tremble not ſo, 1 
Nor offer to g, Va 
q'll do. you no harm 1 ſwear, | a 
1'll do you no harm 1 ſwear. 
| S u . 
Ky weber is ſpinning at home, 
My father works hard at the loom, 
And we are a-milking come; 
Their dinner they want; 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 
Nar give us affront ; 
We're none of the town 
Will lie down for a crown, 
en Sir, and give us room. 
H E. 
ny Phoebus and Jove, 
By honour and love, 
I'll do thee, dear ſweet, ben: 
Ye're as freſh as a roſe, 
5 I Want one of thoſe; 
Ah ! how ſuch a wife wou d charm, 
Ah! how ſuch a wife would charm! 
B 4 
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Sun, | | 
Be conjugal, honeſt, and dull, 


And marry, and look like a fool ? 
For 1 muſt be plain, 


7 You make me to bluſh now, Ln: : 
Ah me ! ſhall I baulk my cow ? | 
SORE A 00Y pho Cane, 

Your ſoul ſhall not be 

In danger for me; 

I'll rather agree | }F- 
Of two to make three: f 
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We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
5 There's no more to be faid, 
2 


SONG XVII. 


M. freſh as a roſe, 
Young, buxom, and full of jollity, 
| Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 
Fond of their raking quality; 
He who wears a long buſh, 
All powder'd down from his pericrane, 
And with noſe full of ſnuſh, 
Snuffles out love in a merry vein. 


Who, to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too; 
| Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigs in a garret too; 
Patrĩmony out-run, 


To make a fine ſhow to carry thee: 


Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
If ſach a creature marry thee. | 


Then, for fear of a bribe, 


Yoak a lad of our tribe, 
He'll ſhew the beſt bumanity : 


* 


- 
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Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 
In civil as well as ſecular; | 
But when the ſpirit doth more, 
We have a gift particular. 


Tho? our graveneſs is pride, 
He that gets a good bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate; 
Off chen goes the diſguiſe, 
To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 
Then to be happy and wiſe, 
Take yea and nay to marry thee. 


SONG Xvil. 


Lr Sunday at Sr. James's pray'rs, | 


The prince and princeſs by, 
I, drefs'd all in my whale-bone airs, 
. "Sat in a cloſet nigh, 


Ü bow'd my knees, I held my book, 
EkRead all the anſwers o'er; 
But was perverted by a look, 


Which pierc'd me from the door. 


With the devourelt care; 


Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, 


And all the raptures there. 


High thoughts of heaven I came to uſe, 


\ # 
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He waits to hand me to my chair, 
And bow'd with courtly grace; 
But whiſper'd love into mine ear, 

Too warm for that grave place. 


Love, love, 4aid he, by all ador'd, 
My tender heart has won : 

But I grew peeviſh at the word, 
Deſir*'d he might be gone. 


He went quite out of ſight, while I 
A kinder anſwer meant; 
Nor did 1 for my fins that day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


SONG XIX. 


LV. thou art the beſt of human joys, | 
Muſic without thee is but noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven that ænew beſt what men cou'd move, 
Said, Jet him be, and let him love, 
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s 0 N XX. 


Der- befide a clexr fiream, 
r A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
© And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. 
To his fighs with a igh did reply; | 
8 2 


— that I was; WEL 
(Thus ſadly complaining be cry d). 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
*Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk d, and I bleft her dear tonge, 
When ſhe ſmil'd it was pleaſure too great; 
I liſlen'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, * 
Waz nightingale ever ſo ſweet ?. 


How fooliſh was I to believe, X 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not prieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town 3 
To think that.a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 
Or live in a cottage on love? 
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What tho I have {kill to complain, 1 
Tho the muſes my temples have crown'd, 5 1 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Rrains, ' | 
| The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ak Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel rehgn, | 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe mubic is ſweeter than thine, 


Al you my companions ſo dear, 
nie, keg+ air dn 
| Whatever I ſaffer, forbear, 

| Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid, 
Tho thro' the wide world I ſhou'd range, 
i in vain from my fortune to fly; 
| "Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
| W 


ir while my hardFate 1 ſuſtain, | 

| In her breaſt any pity is found, 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 

| And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
| The laſt humble boon that I crave; 


| Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 
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Then to her new love let her go, 


And deck her in golden array ; 


And frolick it all the long day. 
No more ſhall be talk d of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 


SONG XXL. 


9] WAS when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind., 


4 dent tag ding, 


All on a rock reclin d. 
Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look; + 


Her head was crown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 


Why didſt thou, vent rous lover, 


Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 


And let my lover reſt : 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


, 


MISCELLANY. | 


y ' rhe merchant e of rocker, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 
Bot what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
3 You'd find a richer maiden, 
Baut none that loves you ſo. 


| Has nothing made in vain; 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 

No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 

To wreck the wand ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, | 
This wail'd ſhe for ber dear, 
Repay'd each blaſt with fighing, 
Fach billow with a tear : 
When o er the white waves ſtooping, 
Hs floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d; 
"Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and dy d. 
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SONG XXII. 


. REMEMBER, Damon, 'you did tell, - 


In chaſtity you lov'd me well ; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my moan: 

To doleful ſhades 1 will remove, 
| Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
In lonely walks of willow green. 


| * Upon my dear's deluding tongue, 
Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 

You would have thought an angel ſpoke.” 

Too happy nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming he ; 

For oh! I fear it to my colt, 

She's found the heart that I Rave loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 
A ſnake may hide, or take its birth ; 
So his falſe breaſt, conceal it did 
"Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 
Since men delight thus to enſnare ; 
In man no woman can be bleſt, | 
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Ye gods, in pity to my grief, 
Send me my Damon, or relief ; 
Return the wild deliciods boy, 
hom once I thought my ſpring of joy: 
But whilſt I'm begging df this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus, 
«© When Damon has enjoy d, he flies. 
« Who ſces him, loves; who loves him, dies.” 


- There cut a bind che hanene the grove, 
But is a witneſs of my love: 
Now all the bleeters on the plain 
| Seem ſymparhizers in my pain; 
Eccho's repeat my plainure moans; 
The waters imitate my groans; 
The trees their bending boughs recline, - 


| SONG XXIII. 
i um beſide a willow, 
ven her covering, earth her 2 
Sad Amynta ſigh'd alone: 

From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan, 
Hope is baniſh'd, 

Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Damon my bcloy'd is gone. 
Vor, II. C 
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Time, 1 dare thee to diſcover 

Such a youth and ſuch a lover: 

| Charming in his every feature; 

Damon liv'd alone for me : 
Melting kiſſes, | 
Murm'ring bliſſes 

Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


e 
'Nerer ſhall we both ly dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying 

All the joys he drain'd before: 

To befriend me, 

Love and Damon are no more. 


SONG XXIV; 


Arr. bosse his fellow ſwains, 
Pao pr e a OP 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, | 
And wand'ring thro the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 
2 
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— * : AF 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek: | _ 
5 + He mingled his concern with theirs, | 
Nie gave them back their friendly tears, 
| . | — but could not ſpeak. 
9 FS | 
She aſk'd ; but with an air and mein, 
As made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know. 


33 


I The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While 1 the cruel truth reveal; \ 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 
But that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear d upon the plain; 
Tou are the cauſe of all my care: 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart; 
I love, and I deſpair. 
-Þ x 
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Too much, Alexis, 1 have heard, 
Tis what 1 thought, tis what 1 fear'd; 

And yet 1 pardon you, ſhe cry'd; 
But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 
To breath your vows, or ſpeak. your pain. 
ne bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


SONG XXV. 


W fo pale and wan, fond Jover ? 
Prithee, why ſo pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail? 
_ Piithee, why ſo pale ? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young finner ? 
1 why ſo mute ? 

Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't ? 
Prithee, why ſo mute ? 


Quit, quit for ſhame ; this will not more, 
This cannot take her; | 
if of herſelf the will not love, 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her. 


MISCELLANY. 37 
SONG XxVli. 


Y friend and I, 3 | 
We drank wholt piſs pots 
Full of lack up to he ham: 
I drank to my friend, 
And he drank his pot, 
| So we put about the whim : 
Three bottles and a quart 
We ſwallow'd down our throat, 
|- (But hang ſuch puny lips as theſe;) 
| We laid us all along, | 
With our mouths unto the bung, 
And tipt whole hogſbeads off with eaſe, | 


I heard of a fop 
That drank whole tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the prince of ſots: | 
But I ſay now, hang 


For a cellar full of wine. 

And we drank the vintner out of door ; 
we dranł it all up 
In a morning, ata ſup, 

And greedily rar'd about for mare. 

: - ; 
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My friend to me 
Let us to the vintage ſkip : 
Then we embark'd | 
Upon the acean, EN. 
| Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip 
Deep laden with wine, 
Which was ſuperſine, | 
The ſailors ſwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at ſea, 
Eier we came unto the key, 


And the merchant fore be was quite undove. 


My friend, not having 
Said, let's to the vineyards haſte : 
Straight then we ſail'd | 8 
To the Canar ies 
Which afforded juſt a taſte ; 
Where we drank up all the wine, 


Till Bacchus cry d, Hold ye ſots, or you die, 


And ſwore he never found, 
In his univerſal round, | 


Out fie ! cry's one, 79 
** What a beaſt he makes him, 


O 


2 
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He can neither ſtand nor go: 

Out you beaſt, you, 
You're much miſtaken, . 
Whene'er knew you a beaſt drink ſo? 

That we drink molt like a beaſt; 
But when we carouſe it ſix in hand; 

'Tis then, and only then, | 

When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


SONG XXVI. 


JF foldiers fight for prey or praile, 
| And money be the miſer's wiſh, 

| Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 

And gluttons glory in their diſh: 

- *Tis wine, pure wine revives {ad ſouls; 
Therefore fill us the chearing bowls. 


And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear: 


Pure wine is native red and white : 
Tis wine, &c. 
The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 2 
That lively which before was dull; 
* 


'S 
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Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 


And kindneſs flows from cups brim-full ; 
| "Tis wine, &c. 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
But they want nothing that are drunk: 
'Tis wine, pure wine revives {ad ſouls; 


SO NG XXI. 


| Farewell, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggy. 
And a' the roſy laſſes milking on the down: 
Adieu the flowry meadows, aft ſac dear to Jocky, 
The ſports and merry glee of Edinborow town: 
Since French and Spaniſh louns ſtand at bay, 
And valiant lads of Britain hold em play, 
My reap-hook 1 maun caſt quite away, 
And fight too like a man, 5 
Among em for our royal queen Anne. 
Each carle of Liiſh mettle battles like a dragon: 
The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the drum; 
The Italian and the butter bowzy Hogan Mogan: 
Good-faith then, Scottiſh Jocky mauna ly at hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt renow, | 
And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monſieur down, 


MISCELLANY. 4 
I'1follow for a pluck at his crown, 
To ſhew that Scatland can 
| Excell em ſor our royal queen Anne. 
Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ſtrutting raſcallions. 
And plundering the galleons: 
Fought a: Rondondellow, 
And thoſe who did meet 
With the Newfound- land fleet ; 
At land by our gallant commanders; 
£ The Dutch in ſtrong beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a year, I 
Wich their general's health in Flanders. 
* 
SONG XXIX. 


"P HE ordnance a- board, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e'er more can deſire: 
From the tower to the ſtairs, 
And by water v6»/h, and by water auh, 
| By water they all go to fire, 


PE. 
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Of each piece that's a-ſhore, x 
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They ſearch from the bore; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in fair weather : 
Their glaſſes are large, 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 


There's a boo huzza, a boo huzza, ——— 


— a 


1695 Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the faſter : 
But Mars, had he been 
. Upon our Woolwich green, 
To have heard boo huzza, boo huzza, boo huzza, 


- 


SONG XXX, 


L of your fooliſh prating, 


Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
Round let it paſs, 


' The bottle ſtands before ye, 


Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown d, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 


He'd have own'd great „ his — 


2 2 * K IG nan . * * - 
* * 
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MISCELLANY, 
= „* 6 
This nicht devote ts pleaſure ; | © © 
Let worldly cares, py 
And ſtate affairs, 
Be thought on at more leiſure : wn. a 
Fill it up to the top, 9 
Let the night with joy be croun d, 1 
Drink about, ſee it out, 


If any is ſo zealous, 
To be a party-minion, 


We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion : 4 
i eee 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
86 crown d. 


SONG XXII. 


WELL drink, und vel error dns, hp, ; 
Let Apollo's s example invite us, * 


For he's drunk every night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 


That he's able next morning to light us. 


.*. 


And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee; 


Wu the lover is thinkiog, 


Wich Bacchus I Il ſpend the whole night. 


Fickle woman to marry implore ; 
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Driaking's a chriſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to Turk and the Perfian*: 

Let Mahometan fools 


* SONG XXIII. 


With my friend I'll be drinking, 


| And with vigour purſue my delight; 


While the fool is deſigning, a 
His fatal confining, | 


With the god 1'll be Jem. 
Without madneſs and folly, 


For ſo fooliſh an end ! Ir 


When 1 do, may I never drink more. 


SONG XXXlli. I, 

8 let not pride undo you, | 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; ” 

Still in vain, till love is gone: 


* _ l 
: * "us 
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dos how fair the blowing roſe is, 
ee by all how juſtly prix d 
nnn 

gee the wither d thing deſpis d. 


Like the roſes are decay d, 
Celia, you'll too late repent you, 

And be forc'd to die a maid! 
Die a maid ! die a maid! die a maid! 
Celia, you'll too late repent you, 

Ani be fared G22 ment 


” ad 


SONG XIV. 
Ir 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers ; 
Il trip the garden and the grove, 
To make a garland for my love. nfs 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 
My thirſty nymph does panting ly; 
I'll haſten to the fountain's brink, 
And drain the ſtream that he may drink, 


A graſſy bed Ill make my love, 
And with green boughs 1'll form a ſhade, | 
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And whilſt diffolv'd in fleep the lyes, 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes; 
11 wack wy chraer all height, 


And thai, as ſoon as chearful day 

; Diſpells the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair, 
And find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Regarding nothing I endure, 
So I can eaſe for her procure. 


But if the maid whom thus 1 love, 

| Shou'd e'er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
I'll ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 

| And never think of woman more. 


SONG XXXV. 


| To! cruel you ſcem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 
Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, - 
Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Eojoyment's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven it would be; 


MISCELLANY. * 
o him but a woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an angel to me: 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them 1 for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear wailt, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lilly ſo white, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were I like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
But if 1 muſt feel thy diſdain, 
O! let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a frown, 


/ 


„„ x 
Fou roſy bowers, where fleeps the god of love, = 
Haher, ye little waiting Cupids, fly; - 
Teach me, in ſoft melodious ſong, to move 

Wich tender paſſon my heart's darling joy: 
Ah! let the ſoul of muſic tune my voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who wy ſoul enjoys. 
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dor if more influencing ws." i 
1. 0 be bitt ir. 
With a ſlep and a bound, 

. Anda friſk ſrom the ground, 

I'll trip like any fairy: 


”" 


With an air and a face, 
And a ſhape and a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ab! ab! ris in rain, tis all in vain, C 
tad dos a nd he od wes 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain. 
Falls on my breaſt; black winds in tempeſts blow : 

My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
And to a ſolid Jump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. } , 


Or ſay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown i * 
— 3 Goa. ; 


On beds of ooze and cryſtal pillows ' 
4 | 


No, no, 11 reicht run mad, 
. 


11 


"MISCELLANY. _ 
| ar 
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* S H E. 
| How thipk ye 1 ſhall do, 
- With Hob and Sue, | 
- Andall cur braw when wanting you? 
HE. 
When Iam rich with plunder, 
2 
5 | " 8 H K. 


When bold dragoons have been pickering there, 
And the flac-flims the Germans rip em bare. 
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| SHE. 
84 
— hall never 1 
— * 
Come, come, John, let's buſs and be friends, 
| Thus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends; 

1I my tongue ſometimes let run, = 
q But alas ! 1 ſoon have done. 1 
= 0 | | 

'Tis well you're quaſh'd " 11 
You'd elſe been tiftaſh'd, | 1 
Sure as my name is John. b 

. 5 
= Yet fain I'd know for what 
4 Ad? You're all ſo hot, 3 
To go to fight where nothing's got. = - 

"7 H E. 

Fortune vill prove kind, 


SHE. 
Grow great! 


- 
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And like a vermin, | 
Grudge my preferment. | ; 
| F 8 H E. | if 
You'll beg, or get 2 wooden leg. | 

| H,E. 

Nay, if bawling, catterwawhing, 

S H E. 

| Do, do, and o ſhall Hob and Svc, | 
„ 


8 0 N G xlav. 

„2333 © 
| rr 
I'm thinking to leave of my plough and my cart, 

And to the fair city a journey I'll go, 
To better my fortune as other folks do, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 
| Been rais'd 1p be rulers, 
Aud wallow'd in rickes, 
Pray thee, come, come, came, come from thy wheel; 
| Far if the gypſies dont lie, 
I ſhall be a governor too'e'er I die. 
SH E. 
arne doings I find, 
With ſorrow and trouble, the pride of thy mind; 
D 4 
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Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's jacket goes every day on ; 


Ab! what gam des. what do'ſt thou, what do. 
| thou mean! 


5 K. 
| To make my ſhoes clean, 
And foot tt cout 0 the king and the queen, 
. \ 
POTATO  --» PI 
For, as to the court, when thou happen it to try, 


3 


Thou 'I find nothing got there, unleſs thou can it buy; 


For money, the devil and. all's to be found, 
But no good parts minded without the good pound. 
H E. 
Why, then I'll take arms, and follow alarms, 
— tn 
4 SHE, 
And fo loſe «lib by a hx 07» blow, 
HE. 

Suppoſe I turn gamelter ? 

| 8 H E. 
So cheat and be bang d. 

H E. | 
* 
| SHE. 8 

The high way to be bang d. 


o 
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; HE 
F Kice pimping howe'er yields prove fo be; 
( 
n 
| That's dangerous too amongſt the town crew: 
1} For ſome of them will do the ſame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in; . 
Faith, Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
H E. 
Will nothing prefer me, what think'ſt of the law ? 
| 8 H E. 
Wenn gn _. 
_—_— 
e and IV priy. 
SHE. 
Ahl there's nought got that way ; 
| There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay, 
; 42 
To make our com grow, aud cur apple-trees bear. 
B o T #- ; 4 
Aribition's a trade no contentment can ſhow. 
a SHE. 
| ole wy diſtal, 
| H E. 
285 And Il to my Hv. 
| BO Tru AG 41 8. 
Let all our whole care, &c. 
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, (ni there would 1 paſs my days. 
| © 
On nought we will feed, 
2 
SHE. 
And wear on our backs 
| The wool of our flocks; | 
And tho' linnen feel 
Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 
'Tis cleanly tho' courſe it comes. | : 
__ .- -_ 2 
And Mollys and Dollys, 3 
For ever adieu, and for exer. 1 
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8 H E. 


Oh! „ 
__ "A 

To taverns, where goe 
' A long aden! 
The houſe of the great, 


wha exch leis ao man, 


And butler can't quench my thirſt 
b 
Wee 
Where rantipoles range; 
Farewell cold tea, | 
Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, | 
| Altho' they be choak'd-with duſt. 
* H E. 
Farewell the law gown, 
| The plague of the town, 


And foes of the crown, | 


That ſhou'd be run down: 
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dun king ani fouling, | 
And hunting and bowling, 
His paſtime is ever and ever, 


Whoſe flips when ye buſs em, 
Smell like the bean bloſſom; 
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To! 


* * 9 * 


* „ 2 = 
lk. ws. ts, . 


. MISCELLANY. 4 Fo 
8K. HE 

(Toned: b pn wad le, FR 

RH : 
Stock-jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adicu, and for ever: 
We know what you're doing ; 
And home we are going; 
And ſo you may ring your bells. 


SONG XL. 
= H E. 
OF all comfort 1 milcarried, 5, 
>” When 1 play'd the ſot and married, 
Tia a trap there's none need doubt on't ; 
Thoſe that are in, would fain get out on t. 
A 
Fiel my dear, pray come to bed, 
Too much drink your brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite altered when repos d. 
| H E. 
*Oons ! *is all one if I'm up or ly down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows I'll be gone. 
» 'SHE. 
Tia to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was made a wife to lye alone? 


F „ 


82 TDTHE'TEA-TABLE 7 
| HE. — 
22 
A ſport that far excells a Madam. 
or ell the vives have been fince ads. 
NET - - Con 
L uden ties ee et ig nn, 
Muſt hog my pillow wanting you ; 
And whilſt you tope it all the day, 
.. a | 
Pox, what care 11. drink your flops till you die; | 
| Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from bone. 
SHE. | 
II thus parted, I'm broken hearted; YM 
When l. when tion for you, my dear, pray come. 
H E. 
E'er I be frem rambliog hindred, = 
I'll renounce my ſpouſe and kindred ; 
To be ſober I've no leiſure, 
What's a man without his pleaſure ? 
+ 8 I E. 
To my grief then I mult ſee, 
| Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be; 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my maids. 
| = 0 
| Sounds! you may go to your gollips, you know, 
And there, if you meet with a friend, pray do. 


* v1 Y WIE oo 
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Go, ye joker, go, provoker, 
| Never, never ſhall I meet a man like you. 


'$ONG N.. 


| PRETTY parrot, fay, when 1 was away, | = 
2 And in dull abſence paſe d the day, "I 
What at home was doing ? | 
« With chat and play, 
, We were gay, f 
Night and dax, 
Good chear and mirth reneng ; 
* Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty poll. 


Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to ãntrude, 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd 
Court and teaſe my lady? "IS 
«© A thing you know, | 
Made for ſhow, 
L Call'dabeay, 
| * Near her was always ready, 
Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll.” 


Tell me with what air, be approach d the fair, 
All he did and utter'd ? 


7 — 5 
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© He fill addrefa'd, - 
3 e 3 99 

| 'd and prefs'd, - | 

R l " 
— r 


W = the cloſe af day, | 1 
| e * "EE | 

; — | 
* Spoil'd my light; Cefn 94 1 

<* But I believe his lodging | 
2 


| = NG xk. 
Seng by mate merry Andrew te Leverign the 
Hang dur prope and ge, 
Of all fizes and ſorta, 88 
Coach'd damſel and ſquire, 
And mob in the mire, . 
Tarpaultnt, Trugmallion:, 
| Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
And leder in ſeores ; F 
vows howling, ome benking, 
Some leering, ſome. flecring, 
. Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
— 


event oCany. ; 


To the tavern ſome go, 
= And ſome to a ſhow, 
| See popets for mopets, 

Rope dancing, mares prancing, 

Boats flying, Quack: lying, 

Fick pockers, pick plackers, 

R at vs. 

Fops prantling, dice rattling, 
Ju tally-mans furbelow'd cloaths. 
The mobs joys wou'd ye know, 
To you mulic-houle go, 
Whores oily and deity = 
Hear muſic makes you fick ; 

Like piggit dar; | 
The: tillng nod foillng, - 
| Someyearly get fairly 
Nr 


The Second Pare. 5 


Ser. Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
| Who travels much at hom: ! | - 
Yor. II. + ak = 


2 
1 
* 


6 THE TEA-TABLE 
Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 
Paſt, preſent and to come; ; . 
; | The cramp, the ſlitch, the ſquirt, the inch, | 
And all Pandora's box: | 
Thouſands Ive difletied,” 
Thouſands new erected, 
n 
As none e er can tell; 
= r 


1 wy 
Come nuits fo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 
| And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 
Great-belly'd maids, old founder'd jades, 
And pepper'd vizard cratks ; 


IF 


1 ſoon remore the pains of love, | 
And cure the amorous # 
The hot, thi cold, the young, the old, 
The living and the dead; 
I dear the laſs with wainſcot - face, 


| And from pim · ginets free 
Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
With topiug rataſee. 


x 1 „ * 
10 % 
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This, with a jirk, will do your wok. | 
Aud ſcowr you o'er and oer ; 

Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 

Out the charming month of 8. 

When the breezes | ; 

Pian the trees, is 

Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay : 

| Oh! the charming month of May, 
Charming, charming month of May. 


Oh! what joys our proſpects yield. 
We ſee every 4 

Buſh and meadow, tree 4 

Oh! what joy, &c. Charming joys, ke 


Oh! how folk the morning ade, 
When the Zepbyrs 3 

Their odorif rous breath compare: L | 

Oh! how oh, 4. Charming fee, 59 


r 


Oh! bow ſweet at night 20 den, 


On molly pillows, 
By the erllows 


»» 


= THE TEA-TAFLE 


of a gentle purling fiream, | EF 
Oh! bow ſweet, &c. Charming ſweet, Re. 


Oh! how kind the country laſs, 


Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking 
For a green-gown on the graſs: { +4 - 1 
Oh! how kind, &c. Charming kind, Sr. { 
* | a 1 
Oh! how ſweet it is to fpy, 
At the concluſion, i 
| Her deep cafe s. 
(Oh! be furs, de Gee see * 6-6 = 
Oh ! the charming nl com, " 
When all is over 5 
She gives her lover, q 
Who on the ſkimming-diſh carves her name. 
| Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. þ 
| SONG L. 
Corw. god of pleaſing anguiſh, { 
: Teach th' enamour'd ſwaia to languilh, —|} 
Y Tieeach him fierce deſires to know. "0 | 
* Heroes wou d be Joſt in ſtory, | * 
I Did not lore inſpire their glory, 'Þ 4 
Lore does all that's great below. 


MISCELLANY... =_ 


s 0 M Li. 


Rez why do ye flight me, 
a n 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave: 

Uſe well your faithful lover, 
IA be no more a rover, | 
But conſtant to my grave. 


Could we but change conditions, 
7 1 
Were I the kind phyſician, 
and you the paths agoonr' 
All own you're wond'rous reti, 
Well map d, and alſo witty, + 
Enforc'd with generous pity, 
heme dons ons wal 


The cher ſwan, when dying. 
Has moſt melodious lays, 

Like him, when life is Qyigg, 

In ſoogs LI end my days: 

. But know, thou cruel creature, vs BY” IO vs. 

My ſoul ſhall mount the flecter, 

And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 


Dy warbling forth ty grable. | 
E 3 


| Here he lor d, and there he talkt ; 
Here he lov'd, &. 
In this place his loſs I prove, 

A fad remembrance of our love. 

Oh ! ſad remembrance of our love, 


| Tn this grove my Strephon ſtray'd, 
Here he ſmil'd, and there betray'd; 
Here he ſmil'd, &c. 


How 1, poor I believing, fell; 


By this ſtream my Strephon mov d, 
Here he ſung, and there he lov'd; 
Here he Tung, cc. 
+ Every ſtream and every tree, 


On this bank my Strephon lean'd, 
A lovely foe, but faithleſs friend; 
A lovely foe, c. 

Ye verdant banks, each fiream and grove, 
Since Strephon . 's falſe to me and love. 


» THE TEA-TABLE 
0 


) 
f 


ks. 
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8 SONG LIV. 
. In ſpring did appear, 
To chuſe a May- lady 
To gorera the year; 

Qud the ſhepherds in green, 
And Phillis was queen. 
But Phillis refuved it, 
And fighing did ſay, 

IA not wear a garland, 


> 4 


. 
» 
#D 


72 TRE TE£AM-TABLE 
The graces are baniſh'd, NT «1 
Ad lone is no more: 5 4 
That warm .d our deſires, ah 14 LS 
And extinguilh'd his fires; m—— 
And vows that himſelf 0 7 1 
Aud his mother will mourn, 4 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx ng © 
In triumph return. (49224807 tf] 

Forbear your addreſſes, 
And court us no more; 


For we will perform | 
| What the deity ſwore: 


| Butif you dare think FO 


_- 
> Þ w 


110 EL LAUT. 


SONG Lv. 
222 Care well — | 
Like Jore deſcending from his tower, | 
T6 court her in a filver ſhower : r 
The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 
4s lvl birds imo their neſs; * 
— — ee 
Theace flowing deen her garments hem, 
a OE hy 


SONG LV, 


YE beaux of pleaſure, 
Cen count love's treaſure, w 
Its joy and ſmart; 
\_ Army delve, | e ee ee 1 


Adorn'd her face is, 
As black as floe. 


the's tall and dender, 
She's ſoft and tender; 
Some god commend her ; 
My wit's too low: 
*Twere joyful plunder, 
Ghe's all a wonder 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 


Our minds are free: 


: 2 
__ 


— 
— 
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L Tho! great your {ill is, 155 | 
1 My love for Phillis l 


SONG Ln. 
O Di 
1 -muling in a grove, 
|} 4 oymph exceeding gay | 
cue there to ſeek her love; 
dhe fat her down to grieve, 
| And thus ſhe did complain, = 


Of falſe deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enſnare 
| : ach female that they can: 
Mi perjur d ſwain he ſwore * kata © 
(As many have done before) n 


| REES 
Ve er anſwers half the pain; 


" n 
py io SS 1 7 
5 
F | 
. 
* 


Then bowing to the fair, 


Pa 7 * 


76 us Ra- rr "i 
 Vacertain as the ſeas, = 


When the had told ber tale, 
Compaſfon ſeiz d my heart, 
Wich me, to take her part: 


4 . N - L E7 
k TVJ7 1s 5 * 


I made wy kind addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a ſhare 


In her uahappineſs. 


Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, Þ 
| 1 told her I'd diſcloſe r=, 

Por grief a remedy. 

84 the, — the florm, | — oY: 1 
I doubt you've uadertook oo © — | 
— it 


Fair maid, believe it true, A oth ol * 
That rage is but a jeſt, 1 oY 
To what revenge can doe E 


leere 
such charms were ne er delgn'd 
For ſuch a faithleſs ſwain. 


And from ber breaſt fo fair, =... 
1 Stole the ſweet heart auay: Fad 
Then ſhe with ſmiles confeſs'd, = 


"Tis at worſt but her denying | 


„ THE TEA-TABLE 

Wha the ſun docs to the roſes, 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 

would but my fear oppoſes, 
And 1 dare not namethe thing. 


Tet 1 die i I e it; 
Aſk my eyes, or aſk your own, - 
Aud if neither can reveal it, 
| Think what lovers think alone. 


On this back of pinks and Lilies, 
Might I ſpeak what I would do, 
I wou'd; 1 wound — Ah! wou d you. 7 . 


SONG IIX. 


P de fairelt of love's fors, 

: Tho? fiercer than a dragon, 

Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd beaux, 1 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 9 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 1 

What has ſhe, &c. 

So long the kept her limbs ſo cloſe, 
Till hey have tna rag os 


) 


4 


Compell'd thro' want, the weetched maid 


* 


| To ry ſuch a lazy jade, 


4 — 


n > 
- It was both ſhame and fin, 


pi Wold wither is vt . 


SONG LX. 


Wu Choe we ply, 


We ſwear we ſhall die, 


] Her eyes do our heart ſo enthrall ; 


e 


Tis all ariifice, — 


They Il piſh! and they'll e! 


| Ani fees, if you're rude, dey willeal; 


But whifper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 


is all artifice, artifice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, | 
Hever you die, . 
To marry again I ne er ſhall; 
But lefs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 
Tu all artifice, artifice all. 


\ 


— * 


Scanting was wanting, 


| He read prayers i' the family, 
No way now to frame a lie, 


(long mne vy an. 


8 * "3? K 
— * b 
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Bat if yon H attend. 


You'll find in the end, 


30 NG IXI. 


| The Parſon among the Peg: 


Holy-day, boly-day, Ne. 


P 


Phillida, a welladay ! 
— of 


He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 


Joyful unity, rough bat ee 


Their boſoms wo eaſe, 


But now fortune s cruelty, crucky, 
You will ſee; for as they ly 


in cloſe hug, Sir Domine, 


gemini Gomini 


Chanc'd to come by, 


« 
„ 
- 
4 : 
1. * 
R * CY 
* 


1 . _ 
In matters of Rate, AR 


g rar Freren wa 


gz 9898 
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0 
9 


Boh away By. 
Home, 
Full of ſpite, a a it ran the e. 
Like a noiſy Hypocrite, 


| Miſchief ro fay; 


Save he wou'd fair Phillida, 
TS . Phillida, Phillida dreſt that boly-day ; 
'& But poor Ralph, ab welladay! 
| — 5 | 

' . Turn'd was away. 


' An cxics Sir Dowine.. 
x Gemini Gomini, 0 


| OT CO 

Has been this way.) 
n a 

Toy eee e eee 


8 p 5 N athens. ade) 
” * 7 2 
' \ 
. 


1 THE TEA-TaBLE PF. 
When we're young, fit to toy, | 


Gap delights we enjoy, | , FE 

And have crowds of new lovers {till wooing; .. 

| When we're old and decay'd, 85 Te 

+ We procure for the trade, = 2 

: Bebe 1 . 0 

If a cully we meet, 2 m 

We ſpend what we get 1 5 = 
Every day, for the next never think ; a 

When we die, where we go | 


woe have no ſenſe to know, - = 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. £1 


SONG Lxilt. 


O April morn, ben from the ſea 
| Phoebus was juſt appearing, 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled loye endearing, 
4 Met in a grove, to vent heir ſpleen 
On parents unrelenting; 
He bred of Tory-race had been; 
She of the tribe diſſenting. 
2 


1 cs. whoſe eyes ourlbone the god, 


"boy % 
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Told him, mamma would be ſtark mad, 


es an reed CUE ew teh, 
| 'Twou'd make him roar like thunder. 
Great ones made by ambition blind, 

By faction ſlill ſupport it,. 
Or where vile money taints the mind, 

They for convenience court it : $5 by 
But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
| Party ſhould raiſe his glory, | 
. Swears he'll exalt a vaſſal true, 

Let it be Whig or Tory. 


s ON Lxlv. 
r nber 
Where nymphs and ſhepherds iy. 
| Young Willy courted bonny Beſs; 
| And Nell ſtood lift'ning by; 
Says Will, we will not tarry 


N Two months before we marry. 


No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For a maid I'll live and die: 
Says Nell, So ſhall nor I. 
Says Nell, &c. a | | 

| F 2 | — 


* * * 
— 


2. THE TEA-TABLE 
Long time betwixt and deſpair, | 

5 ap 400 
He with a ſong did charm her ear, | 
Thinking ſhe chang d had been; 
Says Will, 1 want a bleſing, 1 
No, no, fie no, never neyer tell me ſo, 
For I will never change my mind: 
Says Nell, She'll prove more kind. 
r Kell, te, 


' nature taught, | 8 
Quoth Nell, — 25 ON ; 
Oh ! who-wou'd loſe a treaſure, "= 
For ſuch a puny pleaſure ! | 1 
Not I, not, no, a maid I'll Hive and die, 
And to my vow be true. OD, 


T6 my cloſer I'l repair, 

|  - And readon godly books, 
Forget vain love and worldly care. 
| Quoth Nell, that likely looks ! 
You men are all perfidious, 

But I will be religious, 


— 5 
= . 


| MISCELLANY. : 8; 
| 19 al, fly all, De e 
Your ſex I now deſpiſe, 


Says Nell, By e, fhe lies, 
Says Nell, &c, 


SONG LxV. 


1 | GELINDA fare's the brighteſt thing, | 
| That decks the earth, or breaths our air; 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, | 

'  Tharall her charms appear to ly, 
_ Like glaring colours on a wall, 

. And ſtrike no further than the eye. 


Due ſenſe is ſurſeited with ſweets, 
Starv'd and diſguſted are the reſt. 


bo have I ſeen with aſpeRt bright, 
| | Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, Ws 
Dull and infipid to the ſmell. 
„ 


| - 
* 
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SONG XVI. 


A Tanz fong ye hall ber, N 
ö Begun with a trifle and ended; 
All ering people dawn, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it ace for eig a few, 
2 That leuly nne. , 
| The women want ometing to y. ' 


oe: 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often careſing © WM: 
That eminent trifle, a beau. 4 th 


tion eee en rifle 

has Fo, * 
The trifle of trifles to gain, ; 

No ſooner the virgin is-rifled, © 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to fit ? 
ep cou'd bear a tea-table, | 

ichout talking reifles for wit : 


MISCELLANY. 


tha cxuit is Grm — | 
Gold keys are no trifles we fee ; 
I W 


en go to the place, 
Were trifles abundantly breed; 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed 


A coach with fix ſootmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin; 
But, ye gods! how oft do we find 
, A ſcandalous trifle within? > 


A flaſk of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 
| But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
"You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 
A peace is a trifle to day, 
To break it a trifle to morrow. 


ems eat 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 
Nut if once the army is broke, 

We ſhall have more trifles chan ever. 


1 * TEA:TABLE 


= The lage it trifle, they ſay, 
„ The reaſon pray carry along; - 
=. Betauſe that at every new play, 


But with people's malice to trifle, 

q And to ſet us all on a foot ; 

The author of this is a triſſe. 
Aud his ſong is a trifle to boot. : 


Fl ) 


8 0 10 nN og : 8 
So 


Fron gr lm nd tin, 
m ſtole out to revel here; 
n | 

In the middle of the fair. 


i 


. * Oh! would fortune in my way 9 
. Throw a lover kind and gay; | 
A young heart unus d to love. 


Shall 1 venture? No, no, no, \ 

| Shall 1 from the danger go? | 
Oh] No, no, no, no, no, | = 
I muſt not try, I cannot fly, ER. 


* 
1 


MISCELLANY. 36% 
Ady we, nature, help me, art; 

"Why ſhould 1 deny my part? 

If a lover will purſue ; 

Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

1 will ir him if he's true, 

F he's falſe III fit him too. 


SON G Int. 


GONE fay women are like fea, | | \ 
Some the waves, and ſome the rocka, 
the roſe that ſoon decays, 
1 the weather, ſome the cocks ; 
Bur if you'll give me leave to well, 
There : nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 
W 


: | They run in rale. 


Women are witches when they will, | 
2 ſo is wine, N 
The ſoldier, lawyer and divine; 
f "They put a gigg in the graveſt ſkull, - 
Aud ſend their wits to gather wool ; - 
Tu wine, wine, women and wine, | I 


"They renin's juccſel. | 


90 'THE TEA- TABLE 
| What is't. Mat makes your face ſo pale, 
| What makes your courage riſe and fall ? ; 
| Jo it not women, is it not wine? 
Whence proceed th' inflaming doſes, 4 
Thar fer fire to your noſes ? — - 
From wine, wine, women and wioe, ; 


2 . 


* 3 0 NG cn; 

| our you chu a wile, | 11 
For a happy life, P 

Leave the court and the cbuntty take, 

Where Dolly and Sue, 

Follow Roger and John, IW--4 

Whilſt harveſt goes on, 

© And merrily merrily rake. \ 


* 


Leave the London dames a 
ll se it ſpoke to their ſhames) | | 
To ly in their beds till noon, 
Then get up and ſtrexch, 
And paint too and patch, 
Some widgeon to catch, 
I Then look at their watch, 
And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon. 


mM” 
F 
- 
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| Then coffee and tex, L 


| Areſerv'd to their tables in plate, 
| Where tattles do run, | 
As ſwift as the ſun, 
| Of what they have won, 
7 And who is undone, 
DN IE GEE 


. The devunce after, | 
That knows how to govern her houſe, a 
That can milk her cow, 
Or farrow her ſow, 
Make butter and cheeſe, 
Dr gather green peaſe, | 
And values fine cloaths not a ſouſe. 


This is the gurl 
Worth rubies and pearl; 
A wife that will make a man rich ; 
Me gentlemen need 
No quality breed, 

To ſquander away 
| What taxes wou'd pay; 
We care not in faith for ſuch. 


. 


« - <4 ant a 4 * 


N 
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s Oo IX. 
| Y £51 could love, if 1 could find, 
A miſtreſs ſitted to my mind, 


A To change her virtue or her love: 


| - Loves to go neat, not to gb fine, 
. Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 


Nat city proud, nor nice and coy, 


But full of love, TI 


1 Kot child young, mor beldame old, 
Not ery hot, nor icy cold, 
r 
Not fooliſh to be pointed at: 


1 


Nor chaſte, nor a reputed whore : 


If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
= hs HEE 


% LXXI. 


Bren ran 
The youth who fondly fits by thee, 

And hears and fees thee all the while, 

tay pak ad fweaty fe. = 


- 
a 
2 - 
— * 


l 

1 

> 4 
4 


N . FR b * "of N N 4 * * 
- oy 4 


And rais'd ſuch tumultꝭ in my breaſt ; 


For while 1 ga d in tranſport oſt, - . 4.44% 
- — 


' My boſom glow d; the ſubtle flame 


Ran quick thro? ny 


un dewy damps wy limbs were chill'd, 


1 ined, fuk, i. 


For except ber cſtcem 
Her heart has been long ſince 


Her truth is as laſting 
And firm as the ſun; 


My blood wich geatle horrors iid, 


a SONG LXXII. 
YOU may ceaſe to complain, | 
For your ſuit is in vain, 


| Bur augments her diſdain ; 
While tis in your power, 
She can grant you no more: 


 M4SCELLANY. 
Nen this bereey'd my ſoul of reſt, | 


„ PHE T EA-TABLE 


You'll find it more eaſy 
Tour paſſion to cure, 


| thats 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a lover like me 


Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe ; 
I ſcorn to give over 


Were it in my power; 


Tho! eſteem were deny'd me, 


Yet her 1 Il adore, 
A heart that's been touch'd 
* „ We 
| 
nn 
In dying her ſlave, 
Than did her affections 5 


You may tell her 1'll be 
Her true lover, tho ſhe 

Out of hatred to me; 

Tis mean to give o'er 
*Cauſe we get no reward, 


FS 


| MISCELLANY, 


My love on an altar ; 


Without hopes of return ; . 
II tell her ſome other 
And 1 I ſigh for herſelf 

In another one's name. 


SONG LXXill.- 


* The ripping Philoſophers. 

; JI IO GENRES ſuriy and proud, c 

1 Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, | 

Delighted in wine that was good, 

Fo Becauſe in good wine there was truth ; 

But growing as poor as a Job, . 

| Unable to purchaſe 2 flaſk, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heraclitus ne'er wou'd deny | 

A bumper, to cheriſh his heart; 

And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 
_ Becauſe he had empty d his quart: 


95 


- a Fe. 
J . 
. 


„ THE TRA-TABLE 
Tus ſome are ſo foolih to think, 1 

He wept at men's folkes and vie,. 
"Twas only his cuſtom todrick,  *' } 
3 ; 


_ Denoctim hay wag 
| + * , © To tipple and cheriſh bis fo; }F 
| Would laugh like a man that was mad, © * 
_—_ When over a good flowing boud ; "= 
The liquor be'd merrily quaif; | 
And when be was drunk as a lord, a. | 
— ary, ol 


| Vile Solon, who carefully gave | | IF 

3 (Tho a Lag) — 

3 © Bur drinkiog much talk won cee 
Becauſe 'rwas the cuſtom of fools, | 


"= 4 


7 83 1 
=» Till « bore had beighnea'd bis joys | 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, | 
Or he ne er had been counted fo wiſe; 


14 


Aud, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 


le tinctur d his bath with his blood, 


1 And when he was whimſical grown, 


' MISCELLANY. 


N Late bours be moſt cerealaby bv, - 
' _ Made wine the delight of hi ne, 

Or Xamtippe would never have psd 
' Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. © 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his pars, 
wo tutor d the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o er his cups and his quarts, 

Which he drank like a miſer at home; 


To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
2 


K 


Becauſe he tippled good wine, 
Till himſclf was unable to ſpeak; 


With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls, 


| Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought thar a cup of the beſt 

Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; | 
vor. Il. G 0 


e 2 3 
1 - We 7. i . 
* 4 4 . 
: . 
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With wine be replenith'd tis wis, 


Aud made hig philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Tura'd round like a cheriot-whedl. 
Hg Ariflede, that mafter of ares; x 
Had been but u dunce without wine, "+0 
Aud what we aſcribe to his parts, = 
Is due to the juice of the vine: * 
| His belly, moſt writers agree, E 
Was big ax a waering-trongh; 
| He therefore leapt into the fea, \, | 
| Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 1 
Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly we wiſdom was prone ; I 
. bed k not been for good wine, 4 
\ _ His merits had never been known. 
Ei; By wine we are generous made, * 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Withont it we ne er ſhou'd have had W 6 
_ . 


: F = : y , * 
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'$ O N Lxxtv. PC's 


| Down among the Dead Men. 


ERE's a health to the kiog and a laſting peace ; 
May faction be damn d, and diſcord ceaſe : 
come, let us drink it while we have breath, 
fror there's no drinking after death ; 

© And be that won't with this comply, 

2 Down among the dead men, 

Don, down, down, down, ; 
| „ 


* 


Now a health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
Fi our firlt fair toaſt to grace our ſong ; 
Off wn your hats, wi” your knee on the 
| Take off your bumpers all around; 
Aud he that will not drink his dry, 
| Down,ameng, Ac. ler hin by. 


| Let charming beauty's health go round. 
la whom celeſtial joys are found; 
3 And may confuſion ſtill purſue 
The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew; 
Aud he that will this health deny, 
Don among, &c. let him ly. 
G3 
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Here's thriving to trade, 3＋— 

And patriots to their country leal; 

But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, - 

May he ne er laugh over a flowing bowl; I 

And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Don among, &c. let him ly. 


/ 


Isa ſmiling Bacchus joys I'll roll, 
Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul ; | 
Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 

For Bacchus is a friend to love; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Don among, &c. let him ly. 


- 


Sr rn an ern 


— 


; SONG LXXV. 


P# that vill non mercy merry be, | 

With a generous bowl and a toaft, 

= May he in Bride well be ſhut np, 8 
An snd faſt bound to a poſt; OO TITER 
Let him be merry merry there, 

= , And well be merry merm here; 

_— For who can know where we ſhall go, : 3 
To be merry another year? | 11 


Let him be merry, &c. 


L by 


ore than in Chloe when juſt going. 


LY 
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Say he b' oblig'd to drink fall beer... 


Ne'er a penny into his purſe : 


With a comp'ny of jolly bos. 


May be be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 


To confound kim with her noiſe : 


I + With his miſtreſs in bis bed, 

a bim be buried in the church · yard, 
" And me put in his ſtead : 

La bim be merry, &c. 


s Oo N LXXVi.' 


| TOLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes; 


Noble deeds are done by wine ; 


- $corn the nymph and all her graces: 


W 


| Lodk upon this bow! that's flowing, | 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 


"EE 0 EYE 
G 3 x : , 
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| Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking, „ 
—— alas 548 RE 


SONG  LxxviE. 


| GCE we die by the help of rod wn, 
| I will that a tun be my ſhrine; 

| Andengrave it on my tomb, 

Here lyes a body once ſo brave, 

Who with driaking made his grave, | k 
Who with, &c.  B 
Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, | 
3 2 
Nr 2 
And rot in a dirty church-yard, 
1 

* my 


*. 4 A 
[ 7 
g — ? N 
J N % * o 
y 1 
* 


23 f | . : ” 
. , Wi | 
\ = 4 * | 
; SONG LXXVIL E Þ 
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> — kay 
For be no ſooner fills my head 


| and ibid, and dence, 204 fat deve ded: 
| Then, then the pleaſing chooghes begin, 

And 1 in riches flow, 

At leaſt I fancy ſo; = 

| And yichout choaght of want I fing, bo 
Stretch'd os the earth, my head all around. 

With flowers, weav wear'd into a garland, 36 


| l Then, then I begin to live, 


And ſcorn what all the world can ſhow or give. | 
. 
Go ſeck out war whilſt 1 ſeek peace, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeck pence and drink, 
Whilt 1 Teck peace, ſeck peace and drink. 
Then fill any glaſs, fill fil it high ; 
A A eee 


v th ® { 0 
, * 
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When 1 am ſank, 


The difference is l. 


Aud lie 
*The ſ 


drunk. | 
look, Ae.” | x 


$ONG LAXIX, | 


YE virgin powers, defend my heart, 
From amorous looks and {miles ; 
From ſaucy love, or niger art, 


From 1 
That do to pity move 

ee eee 
"Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


But if no paſſon 1 grow blind, | 
Let hanour be my guide; 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin d, 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
Needs every virtue's aid; 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 


MISCELLANY.  * tos 
so NG LXXX: 


HY ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage · vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
& Oblige us to each other now, 5 ; 
” When paſhon is decay d? | 
: We lor'd, and we lord \ © 
As long as we cou'd, 
Till love was lov d out of us both; 
But our marriage is dead, . 
Wen the pleaſure is fled; | > 
2 


| El have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in tore, 


What wrong has he whoſe joys did end, 
| And who cou'd give no more ? 
lu a madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
Is to pive ourſelves pan, 


1 1 * q 1 
_ 2 4 OY * —— 
4 
- 
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Soft as theſe kind looks ſhe gave me, = 2 
4 When with love's reſiſtleſo art, 
Aud l ber eyes ſhedidenſlare me; 
vat ber conflancy 't ſe weak, * 
4 She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 3 
That wy jealous heart wou'd break, = | 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
An ber lips can arm with kiſſes: | 
| Angel ien when the ſpeaks; 
© he's my delight, all mankind's wondcr ; 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live ane day aſunder. 


SONG LAXKY. 


JV fil upon the Dog, | 
. And then purſue the morning ; 
E I'l chaſe the moon till it be noon, 


4 (MISCELLANY, np : 
14 . ES 
4 r "7h | 


3 b ane e 
n croud them in my budget; 
uud whether Im a roaring boy, 

| OE NNE” 
. While 1 mount you blue cem, 
| To ſhun the tempting Nes; 


s Oo NG Irn. 


1 


B By this doleful ſpring ? 
Ton are, I fear, in love, my dear; 
| —— 
8 9 86 4 1. 
| Truly, Jamie, 1 muſt blame ye, 
Tos look ſo pale and wan; 


N 1 wen prove you ee 
| eons 


= Y _w . 
— LY 


r ra- 41 


| 1 a/#'2'2 
| Nay, my Suey, now I view ye; 

-Well I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone you Ggh and groan z 

— * 
| „ $32 . 
jamie, held; I dare be bold 
To ſap, thy heart is Bak, 

And know the ſhe as well as thee ; 
| — | 
Ja u 2 2. 
— tell me who; 

I'll give thee beads of pearl, 
And eaſe thy beart of all this ſmart; | 
| _ NOS: 3 
8 S8 n 4 u. 

| Jamie, 10, I you thou'd know, 
I fear won d make you fad, 
: 
. Alas poor ld! 
| f IJ4 u 2 2. 
Why then, my Sve, it is for you, | 
* * ThatT burn in theſe flames; 
And when Idie, EIS ys 
— Mes peer James! 
Sus 4 u. 
„on 
7 


* th * * „ * 8 
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l Tranny hage x, quork the, 
4 — e 


s 0 1 0 Ixxxrw. 


1— thou art kind, 
Noah but raptures fill wy mind; 

'Tis then I think thee ſo divine, | 

] T excell the mighty power of wine: 

E But-whea thou inſult, aha laughs at my pain, > ind 
© I'waſh thee away with ſparkling champaign ; 

| PF $o bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 

dive out one god by the power of another. 
| When pity in chy locks I fee, 

1 fraily quit my friends for thee; | 

Perſuaſive love ſo charms me then, 

My freedom I'd not wiſh again. 

131 

| Then ſtraight with a bumper 1 baniſh deſpair ; 

F $0 bravely contemo both the boy and his mother, 

RRR | 
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* 
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\% 7 


| 110 THz TB a-T'4 BLE 


4 SONG. XXV. 
_ .. . 4x0 BY 


1 ——ů —— 
1 % A by Scots lad, and an gl dr. jo: 
| ; They neither before had feen a wind-aill, 27 
Nor had they beard ever of any ſuch name ; 1 
— | As they were a-walking, | 
Ko Ar laſt by mere chance to a wind-mill they came. 


Haha ! crys Seaway, what (o ye ca" that? 
. 
Teague very readily anſwer d the Scot, 
Indeed bdlieve it ihn aint Patrick's croſs, 'W. 
_ Says away, you'll Gad your ſel] meikle miſtaken, I 
8 a = 1 
For there is his bonnet, 1 8 80 
- And xartans hang on it,. 'V 
| The plaid and the rows gur apolle did wear * 


Nay, & my ſhout joy, thou talleſie all Iees, 
| For that [ will ſhuſcar is ſhaint Patrick's coat ; 
I ſheet him in ireland buying the freeze, 
Aud that I'm 2 
And he iſh a ſhaint muſh better than ever = . 
N — En pe fmgee: . 


For & way mae, 
He was my relaſhion, 


4 2 ; Ard had 2 * i n 


| e 1 will, er 
Tf 6nd oder this holy crak feer 1 will fall 


1 abe ye oral 
. "T0200 ER NET EEAITEALD 
SF The wind fella blowing, 
And fer it a- ging. 
and gave our der 5 «terrible tos. 


| fav tcher'd, wo foe how poor eager 
F Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll on the gra, 
: Swearing, it was furely the deil's whirly-gig, 
J indeed, ee bein a paſſion, 
= - The croſs of our aint that has cn. me fo for; 
 Upo' my falwaſhion, | 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, | 

To traſt to St. Patrick's Gindncſs no more. 


” Sawny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
3 This patron of yours is 4 very fad loun, 
To hit you ſic a ſair thump on the hide, ; 
: 89 


Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads, = | 


' And ſhay pater-woſhter, and ſhome of our creeds : 


: 
* 
2 
LE 
* 
= 
+ 
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Let.me adviſe you to ſerve our St. Andrew, © 
He, by my ſaul, was a ſpecial gude man: 
Frier fince your St. Patrick 
Has ſerv'd you fic a trick. F 
— FER IEngSs, 


14 b 
— 1 


AY the ambitious ever find | ; 
- Succeſs in crouds and noiſe, 
' While gentle love does fill my mind 
* 


/ 


To on that's dead before. 
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While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the bliſs 100 late, 
| You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


ti thought you innocent as fair, 
" When firſt my court I made; 
; But when your falſhoods plain appear, | 
My love ao leqgr g's, - 


Your bounty of theſe favours een, 
Whoſe worth you firlt deface, 
ls melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the braſs. 


ol faince the thing we beg's a toy, 

That's priz'd by love alone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Before the love is gone. 


SONG LIXXVIII. 19 


V. all the world will fre agre, 
| m6... 
Will be entirely bleſt; 
n *twere in me too great a wrong, 
To make one who has been ſo long 


My queen, my fave at laſt. | 
Vor. II. H 
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Nor ought theſe things to be conſo d 

| That were for publick good defgn : 
Cou'd we, in foolich pride, 

Make the fon always with us ſtay, 

Twon d. burn our corn and graſs away, 


Let not the thoughts of parting, fright 
Two ſouls which paſſion does unite ; 
For while our love does laſt, 
Neither will firive to go away, 
Aud why the devit ſhould we ſtay, 
| When once that love is paſt? 


| SON G LXXXIX. 
Mr LyGin, beaventy fair, 
| As lilly ſweet, as foft as air, 
Let looſe thy trefſes, ſpread thy charms, 


O ! let me gaze os theſe bright eyes, 
Tho) facred light ning from them fiyes ; 
2 — 


e een 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs, 
That I may mix my foul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 
2 


\ wy, A : 4 | 04 in 
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' Why draw ft thou from the purple flood = 
Of my kind heart the vital blodd ? 

"Thou art all ever endleſt thirms ; 

O! rake me dying to thy urn. 


SONG IC. 


2 and! why we hate, 
Is not granted us is kiiow ; 
' Random chatice, or wilful fare, 
. . 


if on — 
eis madanck all in me to grieve; 
} Since ber will @ got her own, 


"Why thould Luddaly live ? = _ 


If 1 for Zelinda die, 
En the riddle in the ſkies 
; Hs K 
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SONG Xcr. 


H“ bow the trumper ſounds 6 bande, 4 
Hack how the thandving conmens ronde'z | | 
Cruel ambition now calls me away, 
While I have tes thouſand ſoft things to ſay, 
While honour alarms me, : 
Young Cupid diſarma me, 
And Celia ſo charms me, 
I cannot away. 


Hark how the trumpet ſweetly charms ; | 
Celia no more then mult be obey'd, 
Cannons are roaring, and enſigus diſplay d: 
| The thoughts of promotion, 
| Inſpire ſuch a notion, 
Of Celia's devotion 

I'm no more afraid. 


wank — kppy ff hon: 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely perfection I cannot reſign ; 

dy cas lod hal one hes, 

My ſoul cannot want her, 
She's all fo divine. 


\ 


- MISCELLANY. 177 
s oN xm 
22 
re | 
1344 
e be fairer chan the day, 
or de Low'ry meads in May; 


Yet ifthe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 


F Shall a woman's poodneſs move | | 
Nie to periſh for her love; | s 
or, her worthy merits known. | 
"Make me quite forget my om? 
de ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 
An may merit name the beſt; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care i how good the be. 


JB: he good, or Kind, or fair, = 
©. {vill never more deſpair ; 
iche love me, this believe, 
Lise e er the ſhall grieve; 
6 r | 
F ! vill ſcorn, and let her go: 
Bo if ſhe be nor fit for me, 
* 


* 


% 
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1 
1 a ge by which you mar 


* 
Both ftudy'd, ——— 
anne | 
2 . 


1 2 
„ 


— 


For that which in 


| She is the thing thar the defpiſes, | 
$ 0-NG . 


AMON, if you alt believe me, - 
'Tis 3 


2 


4 das; 
5 * % 
* 1 o 
| 42 


| © "Twere a madneks not to yield. 
| Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll ne er permit ye, - 8 


To figh and whine for ſuch a s. 


4 5 p * 
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Urge but home the fair occaſion, - = 3 

And be maſter of the field ; | 7 
To a powerful kind invaſion, wad! ff IF 


| 1 2 28 


Cry s you're rude, and much to blame, 


1 : 8 
bl * me 
Ws 


When the fierce aſſault is o rt, | = 


This her cruel furious lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


SONG XCvf. 


JF be be not kind as fir, 
Leave her, ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſome ſpruce jack a-dandy. 


Had'ſt thou ne er ſo much leiſure, 


* 


Whoſe pride 's above ber pleaſure. 


1 AWAKE, thou faireſt thing in nature, 


1 How can you ſleep, my charming creature, 
l 2 


1 What feats is this that ſings ſo early, 


1 2 dear nymph, that loves you dearly, 


* Softly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 


; Gotell your paſſion to ſome other, 


How can you bid me love another, | 


A. Tis 0 
* 


* 


W_— =. - 
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s O N G © XCVILL 
H E. 


—— irs crop ING 


S H E. 


Vader my window by the down? 
HE. 


- Therefore in pity caſe my pain. 
S H E. 


No tales of love ſhe let's me hear; 


Or whiſper't ſoftly in my car. 
H E. 


Or rob me of your beavteous charms ? 
e you were wean d from your mother, 
You're fitter for a lover's arms. 


S O N G © XCVIIL 


Ir of love ar legt U've found 
| A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, * 
| n = 4 


8 yi 

* 

1 1 

ben drink and never pare, * 

= \ 4 70 

K* « of 
js 


9 g® 
* > - \ 2 
* 2 * 4 


* 


run I ann 


2 
Tho ſhe's enjoy d by all mankind ; 


r 


Tira battle of good det. 


If you, through all ber naked charm, 
Her little moyth diſcover, 

| winnung i = | 
| Suck liquor ſhe'll Gl from dense, '- wal 

| 3 | 47 
Tu a bottle of good claret. 


Nut beſt of all! ſhe has no tonne, 
She's fully better old than young, 

© And fill co ſmiling ſways me; 

| Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexics black, 
| And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
2 


Keen ene 
Be ſure you uſe her kind; Sir, 
And raiſc her up behind S 


* 7 ü 
2 ; 


T - wioctiLany ww þ 
' As for her bottom, never daun, - 
Y  ?olb but home, and you'll fiadir out ; 
1 ä 


0 0 xcix. 


1 n 
Who with Chloe can compare ? | 55 
dune ſhe's form'd for beauty's queen, 
1 By far excells all ymphs I've fees; 
No mortal eye 
Too exquiſite for human u to ſee. | 
' Tho' ſhe ne'er may be kind, 
1 Nor for me e er deſigu d, 
$ . Yet 1 love, I love, I love, 


" 8 I 
8 O NG 6G. "A 
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El » 
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Their ſports were innocent and gay, | 
Mixt with a manly air; 


| They'd ſing and dance, * at hay, | 
Each ftrove to pleaſe, ſome different way, 


. 


— ſhe did admire, 

+ And equally approve, 

Till Phaon's tuneful voice and lyre, 
Her ſoul to generous love. 


bor cohorts hl 


. - 
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F SONG CL 
© 2 US who for ever, 
Wou'd hope for favour, 


nie mult endeavour 
To charm the fair: 
He dances, he dances, . | | 
Be fighs, and glances, | | 
He makes advances, a 
And mends his air. 3 
| SONG Cl. 
Gr 
* Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to myſelf alone 
. why would you ftrive by food Presence. 
YT Thus to deſtroy my innocence? 
Y Go, go, &c. —leave, leave, &c. 


. Young Celia, you too late betray'd, 
| | Then thus you did the nymph upbraid, 
Love like 4 dream uſher'd by night, 4 
cc Flies the approach of morning light.” "i -4 


F She that believes man when he ſwears, 
© . Nay more, be ſubject to his luſt. 


ne. r- 1 * 
3 o N 6 cw. | | 
af yung; 8 [nn 


| Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 4 
To gain a fingle heart: | | 
Whilſt Chloe, in a different way, 

Is bat herſelf, to pleaſe, 
- Without one borrow'd grace. 2 


What native charmm inſpire ; =_ = 
Ser all the world on fire: EF 

S—— 41, 1 

Her fiſter fromm in 0 m... 


3 Cv. 


n 5 
lo a ſummer day, 


= 


ID cons. | pe 
Fair Celia lay, _ 
With love and fleep oppreſt ; 


* 4 has , ns \ 


tc rr. 17 
Wiſh'd that he durſt 
COILED: 
SAN . 
But fear'd approaching ſpies, 


"As be A. 
A gentle Zephyr aroſe, 
"That fann'd her robes aſide; 
| And the flceping nymph | 
Did the chars dliddole, 
Then his breath grew ſhort, » 
And his pulſe beat high, 
He long d to touch 
wur be chan d to ſypy; 
Wich a fn, la, la, &. 


1 


Alloa 4 he 4 
With her beauties fir's, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers gh d, 
And the gods defiv'd, 
Thar Celia might be kind = 
He advanc'd amain;- | 

Bat ſhe laugh'd loud 
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In a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the timorous ſwain. 

\ Yet the amorous youth, 

To relieve his ſoft pain, 

"The lumbering maid careſs d; | 
(o ſimple poor ſwain!) 
Her glowing boſom preſa d: 
| When the virgia awak d, 
And affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing 
He wou'd purſue: F 
Wich a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


* 

n . 7 
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* " =O 


MISCELLANY, © 


son cv. 


Win Glemly 1 lov, ao dar'd y 


To tell my crime aloud,  , 

The influence of your ſmiles I ſhar'd, 
ln conitnon with the croud. 

| nn 
* In bopes to caſe my pin. 

, You ſingl' d me out from all the reſt, 
The mark of your diſdain. , 
If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 8 

On all that 1 adore, 
Then all mankind muſt be undope, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more. e 


SONG cn. 


OA happy, happy grove, 
4 | Witneſs of our tender love: 


=_— Oh ! happy, happy ſhade, 
Where firſt our vows were made : 
Looks would charm a Jove; 
And all—and all was love: 
Vor. Ii. , 'S 
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When 1 ſpeak of mutual joys, 

She haus not what] meat; 

> Since the falſe delading fair 

Has left the flow'ry green: - 

Mourn, ye nymphs, that ſporting play d. © | 
Where poor Strephon was berray'd; 14 
There the ſecret wound the gave, 
bin dra; ond | 


8 0 N G cvm. 
TIN. 
x The cauſe of ants wading; | 1 


b We promote adi wars, 0 4 
_—- And preach up falſe tenets to many; 1 
We ſnarle and we bite, 1 
* yer no man ka any. 1 
us 


That's true to his friend, 
MF 2 


d I ne'er knew a face till now, 


22 
N 
/ 
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Aud the church and the ſenate would ſettle; 
Wo delights not in blood, 
j But draws when he ſhou'd, 
| And bravely ſtands brunt to the battle. : 


* Who rails not at kings, 
" Nor pallie hs 

Not treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow; 
But takes a full glaſs, 
To his country's ſucceſs, 

This, this is an honeſt brave fellow. 


SONG Cx. 


| WE all to conquering len bow, | 
| Ins, plealing power admire; 


That could like yours iafpye : 

Now I may fay I met with one, 
Amazes all mankiad ; 

Aud, like men gaziog on the ſus, 

Wich too much light am blind. Ef 


like new blown roſes, ſweat; 
— 3 12 
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4 | Modeſ yet gay; reſerv's, yet free; 3 
S | W | 


— 
. 
- 
of - 
. 
* — 


5 $0NG _ 'Þ} 


PATH, Bill, best fo filly, 


Thus to waſte thy days in grief; 
+ You ſay, Betty will not let ye; 
But can ſorrow bring relief: 


Pox on torment, tears and woe: 
if ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender; 


X 5 . p 
1 I he's tough. e en let her ga. 


- | b 2 | 
- : 
'* 
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SONG cx. 


NOLL, kindly, thus my treaſure, 
| Ever love me, ever charm; 


Well be happy as the god. 


SONG xu. 


Crawls out- thro the nation, 
While dunder head ſages, | 


Who hope for good wages, 
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They've hinted, they ve printed, 1 
And worſt of all crimes ; 
Smiths, coblers and colliers, | 
Have damn d all our rhymes. 


Under the notion 
The humour has fir'd em, 
And malice inſpir'd 'em, 

To tutor the age: 
But iſ in ſeaſon, 
You'd know the true reaſon ; 
The hopes of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermin 
Nos rail at the flags. 
With ſcruples and banters, 
Old Oliver's peal, 8 
; Againſt poetry ring: 
But let ſtate revolvers, 


3 Excuſe, if I ſing, 
To cry down the muſes, *- 
Won'd'cry down the king. | 


THE END OF THE THIRD VOLUME. 


* 
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— 
| Sweet her notes, her face as fair; 
Vaſſals and Kiogs 
Feel when ſhe ſings, 
Charms of warbling beauty near. 


VOL. iu. 
ETRICK BANKS. 


J. 


Gf Cen in a ſummer's night, 
Came wading, barefoot, à her lane: 
1 My heart grew light, I ran, I fang | 
| "My arms about her lilly neck, | 
1 And kifs'd and clap d her there fou lang; 
My words they were na mony feck. 
15 14 
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PIT * 
1 ſaid, My laſſy, will ye go 6-0-4 
| To the highland hills, the Earſe to learn; 
II baith gi'e thee a cow and ew, 
When ye obme to the hrigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law, 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
III. A 
All day when we have wrought enough, 
Wen winter, froſis and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes welt the loch, 
Art night when you fit down to ſpin, 
” , T'll ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring: 
And thus the weary night will end, 
IV. | 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, E 
I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 3 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. . 
Then far frae a' their ſcornſu din, N 3 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ſing, 1 
And gar the Jangeſt day ſeem ſhort, 1 


\ 


a. ae & £@  *«« ww bt 


u uneful ſtrains to glad the day; 


MISCELLANY. 
The Dirie of Inv zmzmaA yr. 
+ trite the eee bids ges: 
1 1 | 
| Like them, improve the hoar that flies; 


' And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 


i Among the birks of Invermay. 
1 11. 
For ſoon the winter of the year, 


'F And age, life's winter, will appear, 


cis thy living bloom will fade, 
u that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 


-& Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, - 
mt be feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
i And when they droop, and we decay, 


1 Adieu the birks of Invermay. 
1 uw. 
The laveecks nen 


1 The rocks around with ecchoes ring ; 


The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits ; 
To mirch all nature now invites: 


3 3 Let us be blythſom then and gay 


Among the birks of Invermay. 


- 
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IV. 
Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
| Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
Aud all the reptile kind rejoice: 2 
Let us, like them, then ſing and play ; © 
About the birks of Invermay. TT 
„ | v. 
' Hark, bot the waters as they fall, — 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; F 1 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 1 
And all the planets round him dance: 1 
Let us as jovial be as they _ 7 


HERO and LEANDER. 
dn old Ballad 
15 LTR on the bay f 
Of Helleſpont all naked Rood, 
Impatient of delay, 
He leapt ĩnto tbe fatal flood: 


, "” 
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Vit him their malice ſhow ; 
4 "The heavens lowr'd, 
1 The rain down pour d, 
 F And loud the winds did blow. 
| II. . 
bus of his fate he did complain, 
re cruel rocks and fies! 
- 3 Ye ſtormy winds, and angry main? 
What tis to miſs 
| The lover's bliſs, 
Ala] ye do not know; 
| | Make me your wreck , < 
| As I come back, : | | 
Ant ſpare me as I go. 


Il yonder ſtands the tower 
uud this is the appointed hour 
I Which ſers to watch her longing eyes, 
To his fond ſuit 
The gods were mute ; 
, The billows anſwer, No: 
Up to the ſkies 
: The ſurges riſe, 
Int ſunk the youth as low. 
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\ W. _ 
Now does his ſtay urbradz. Ir 

O fate! Laid ſhe, Fs 
—— 

I? 0 leap this wall, 

Cou'd I but fall 

By my Leander's ſide. 


* 
At length the ring ſun | 37 = 
2 — — 1 
abs Lacy fa: but fate. 11 
Said ſhe, III ſhew, 1 
Tho' we are two, 
Our loves were ever one: b r 
1 will not live, | =_—_ 
Nor ſhall he die alone. 3 
Courting each wave ſhe met, * 1 
To teach her weary d arms to ſwim; 1 
The ſea · gods wept, 
Nor longer kept 


1 
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F When join d at laſt, 


due gralp'd him faſt, 


Rare WI IL I I drown'd in LAAAO v. 


1 TY 

ILLY's rare, and Willy 's fair, 
1 And Willy's wond'rous bonoy ; 
| And Willy beght to marry me, 
Sina Cer he married ony. 
II. 

ñ,eſtreen I made my bed ſu braid, 
FF This night Vil make it narrow; 
|. For the live lang winter night 

I y twin'd of my marrow. 
III. 


1 O came you by yon water-ſide, = 


dor came you by yon meadow green? 


Pou'd you the roſe or lilly ? 


* 


Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy? 
pyoe in che cleaving of a craig 
dhe found him drown'd in Yarrow. 
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The King and the Miller. 
I. 
How rx a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs ! 4 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſt, | 
On his mill and himſelf be depends for ſupport, 


Which is better than ſervilely cringing at oourt. 
What tho he all duſty and whit'ned dos go, 


A Clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 


Than a Courtier who Iran io his Garter and Star. 


A. 


Tho' his bands are ſo daub'd, they're ner bete 1 


The hands of his Betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 


Whar if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks ; 


. In this of right noble example he braga, 


Who anova fatly Gem ther man's begs, | 
III. . 
ee eee e een 
In this too he mimicks the Tools of the ſtate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill. 
hni'all is onten's being git coin en! | 
He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does ly, 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing : 
If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 


The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a bean; , 


Gold in handling will flick to e fingers like med, F 


'F 


— — 


eser“ 
Tame Tanto, ©”. 
1 | IL. I 
| e | 
That my flame no bound does know: 
ob! look upon your ſwain with pleaſure, 
Fer his pain ſome pity ſhow. | 
4 ; nu. ww 
Oh! my charmer, tho' I leave you, 
Jet my heart With you remains; 


- The beautiful Singer. | | 
All we below 
4 u. 
© + Anna with an angel's air, 
 F rect her notes, her face as fair: 
; Vaſſals and kings 
„ {| Charms of warbling beauty near. 
RT. nm. 
Savage nature conquer d lyes, 
All is wonder and ſurprize: 


ä 


„ 
el 
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Sweet WII IIA Mn's Ghoſt. 


'L 
893 — 
With many a grievous groan, , 
And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 
I II. 
s that my father Philip, 
| Or is't my brother John ? 
Or is't my true love Willy 
From Scotland new come home ? 
Tis not thy father Philip, 
Nor yet thy brother John; 13 
But tis thy true love Willy + 1 


. 
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IV. 
oO ſweet Marg'ret ! O dear Marg ret! 

1 pray thee ſpeak to me, 
| | Give me my faith and troth, — 
| AI gave it to thee. * 
V. 1 
| Thy ich and trod drt never get 
| 5 Nor yet will 1 thee lend, 
Till that thou come within my bower, 
Aud kiſs wy cheek and chin. 
VI. 
| It hos cons within thy bower, 
I bond ifs thy roſy lips, 
| Thy days will not be lang. n 
: . K VII. : A 
co ſweet Marg'ret ! KC. as 41h Stanza. 
VIII. | | 
Þ Thy faich and eroth thou's ever get, | 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
HF And wed me wich a ring. 
u bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, 
Afar beyond the ſea; 


ts 


- 


Þ Aud it is but my ſpirit, Marg ret, 
AF That's now ſpeaking to bee. | egy Wo 
* K J | 


Vor. II. 


fo 4. g a N * 
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>. 
he ſtretch out her kily-white hand, 
ie And for to do her belt, 
Bie ther's your faith and troth, Willy, 
XI. 
Now ſhe has kilted her robes of green 
| A piece below her knee, 
And a' the live-lang winter night 
The dead cory followed ſhe. 
FR wit - 
Is there any room at your head, Willy ? 
Or any room at your feet? 
Or any room at your fide, Willy, 
Wherein that I may creep? 
5 —_ . 
| There's no room at my head, Marg ret; 
There's no room at my feet ; 
There's no room at my fide, Marg ret 
My coffin's made fo meet. 
| . 
Then up and crew the red red cock, 
Aud up then crew the gray, 
'Tis time, tis time, my dear Marg ret _ 
| That you were going away. 
XV. 
No more the ꝓhoſt to Marg ret ſaid, 
1 


* 


' Eraniſh'd in a cloud of miſt, - 1 
And left ber all alone. 
XVI. 

o ſtay, my only true love, ſtay, 


1 The conſtant Marg'ret'cry'd; 
Wien grew her cheeks, ſhe clos d her een, 
+” Stretch'd her ſoft limbs and dy'd. 
| 81 1186110. 
21 By, 
A“ muling I rang d in the meads all alone, 
A A beautiful creature was making her moan; 
Oh ! the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eyes: 


db e piere d both the air and my heart with her cries. 


val dhe dear charmer wou'd come back again. 


Io beauty ſo blooming what man can be blind 
JT To paſhon ſo tender what monſter unkind! 


II. 
I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 1 
She told me her ſweet Seniſino was flown; 1 23 


And in that fad poſture ſhe'd erer remain, 


| Why, who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid I, 
That draus ſuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eye 


. To beauty, &c. 
oy Ws 


th. a 


- . . 
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5 8 
Tis neither for man, nor for womap, ſaid ſke, 
That thus in lamenting, I water the lee, 
My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of fame, 
Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 
Ny warbler celeſtial, &c. | 


/ 2 | 
Perhaps, tis ſome linnet, ſome black - bird, ſaid 1, 
Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the f&}; 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grief, 
I bring you . 
— IE 


No linnet, no black · bird, no ſky-lark, ſaid ſhe, 
But one much more tuneful by far than all three; | 
My ſweet Seniſino, for whom I now cry, 
ne than all the wing'd ſougſters that fly. 


My en., Ac. 
VII. 
Adden Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 

| Whom ſtars and whom garters extol to the ſkies; | 
Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball, 11. 
23 * 15 
| 5 K.. —_— 
UPID, eaſe a love · ſick maid, | 18 

Bring thy quiver to her aid; 1 


* dad. 22 
** * 4s 
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Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, 
TF Drive thy arrows through his heart; 


+ When both you kill, you kill with joy. 


Ungrateſul Nanny. 
1 L 
© cr Geeks IT, 

F. As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 

3 Was ever ſhepherd's heart To ſore, 

odr ever broken heart ſo true? 
2 I cheeks are ſwell'd with tears, but ſhe 
H never wet a check for me. 
1 II. 
F ENanny call'd, did e'er I tay, 
or linger when ſhe bid me run? 

the only had the word to ſay, 

\F Andall ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
eas think of her; but ne 
1 Does ne er beſtow a thought on me. : 
I Tolet her cows my. clover taſte, 
. Have 1 not roſe by break of day? 

Dad ever Nanny's heifers faſt, 
Robin in his bara had hay. 
| K 3 


1 When one you wound, you then deſtroy ; 
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Tho' to my fields they welcome were, 
1 ne'cr was welcome yet to her. 
Iv. k 
If ever Nanny loſt a ſheep, — 
lchearfully did give her two; k 4 
And I her lambs did ſafely keep 1 

Within my folds in froſt and ſnow : 
Have they not there from cold been free ? 
But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 

v. 
When Nanny to the well did come, 

*'T was 1 that did her pitchers {ll ; 
Full as they were, 1 brought them home: 
Her corn I carried to the mill; 

My back did bear the ſack, but ſhe 

Will never bear a fight of me. 

„„ 

To Nanny's poultry oats I gave, 1 
I'm ſure they always had the beſt ; . 

Within this week her pigeons have E 
Eat up a peck of peaſe at leaſt. 

Her little pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 

Will never take a kiſs from me. 

Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 1 

And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown, 

Alas ! poor wretch ! what ſhall I do, 

I Nanny docs not love me ſoon ! 


ba 
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| Evo ebe 10 me ben bring, 
+ Il hang me in her res- Ag. 


The Scallion's Complaint. 


. RY the fide of a grear kinchia fre, 
A frullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his deſire; 
A kettle ſapported his head. 
The hogs that. were fed by the houſe, 
To his ſighs with a grunt did reply: 
And the guttur that car d not a louſe, 
| Rau mourafully muddily by. 
m_—_— 
ITY * 
| I think it had better been fry d. 
| The butter around it was ſpread, 
NY Twas as great as a prince in his chair: 
| Oh! might I but cat it, be ſaid, 
| The proof of the pudding lies there. 
1 ue. 
| How fooliſh was I to believe 
' , - It was made for ſo homely a clown, 
Oc that it would have a reprieve 
93 
| K 4 | 
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Could I think that a pudding fo fine 
Would ever uneaten remopes 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchia on love. 
IV. - | 
What tho' at the fire i have wrought 2 4 k 
Where puddings we boil and we fry, 
Tho part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſer by. 
Ah Colin! thou muſt not be fit, 
Thy knife and thy trencher reſign; 
| There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burlt, 
And her turn is ſooner than mine. 
| V. 
And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me fo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, * 1 \ 
Forbear at a pudding to rail, = 
Tho! 1 ſhou'd thro? all the rooms rove, | | 
is in vain from my fortune to go; 
Tis its fate to be often above, 
K is mine ſtill to want it below. 
If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, - 
In your breaſts any pity be found, 
Te ſervants that earlieſt dive, 
Come ſee how 1 ly on the ground: 


| & SS wo 
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wen hang up a pan and a pot, 
3 And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell; 
JF And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
poor Colin lov'd pudding too well. 
C | VII. 
, Then back to your meat you may 20, 
| Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
| Where ſauce in the middle does flo, 
And flowers are ſtrew d round the brim : 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above.“ 


The Hunter's Song. 


HEN betimes on the morn to the fields we repair, 
| We range where the chace may be ſeated ; 
{ Atthe ſound of the horn all diſturbance and care 
Flies away from the din as defeated. 
I. 

Then Jowler did roar, hearing Tolier before, 
Brave muſick makes Sweet-lips and Mally, 
At the ſound of the noiſe the hunters rejoice, 
— EET. 


———— 


| ® See the excullnt Origial, p 38, of of which this is the 
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ul. 

Then caſting about, we find her anew, 
And we raiſe then a haloo to chear them; 
The ecchoes around from the mountains ri 
Rejoicing all hearts that do hear them, 

IV. | 1 

And when the turaa weak, nd her ifs a the flak, 
We take care to make her a ſeizure; | 
And ſoon as we kill, we recover at our will, 

And home we return at our leiſure. 
V. 
With the beſt of good chear can provide us; | 
Good liquors abound, and healths go round, 
Till nothing that's bad can betide us, 
VI. 

Then we riſe in a ring, we dance and we ing, 
Having enough of our own, none to borrow: | 
Can the court of king yield a pleaſanter thing? 1 
ae dC IO „ 


The jolly Bender. 
| —_ 

l am che only god of wine; 1 
It is not fir that wretch ſhould be 23 
In competition ſet with me, I | 
Who can drink ven Ges mare than he, = + oY 
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II. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but wine : 
Let wine the only product be, 
Let wine be earth, be air and ſea, 
And let that wine be all for me. 
III. 
Let wretched mortals vainly wear 
A tedious life in anxious care, 
4 Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let ſtates and empires ſwim or fink, 
My ſoul's ambition is to drink. 


The Hay- maler : Song. 

| L | 

| Cox. — 
The ſan in haſte 

= Drives to the welt, 


1 ine'y cs Quo Medi 
1 And then ſalute her on the graſs; 


And when you find 
She's coming kind, | 8 
Let not that moment paſs; 


mea we'll toſs off our bowls, 


To true love and honour, - * ; 


o ad kind loving girls, © #6 


And the lord of the manor. 
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| | II. 
With good brown bowls 
To chear our ſouls, 9 
And raiſe, and raiſe a merry chat: 1 fl 
When blood grows warm, and love runs high, 
And jokes around the table fly, 
Then we retreat, 
And that repeat | 
Which all would gladly try;  H 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
Io true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
And the lord of the manor. 
ul. 1 
Drink night away, 1 
Till gouty, gouty they are grown ; : 
And kiſs our dames 1] C 
- ____ Than any prince alive: ".- 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, i 1 
To true love and honour, _- 1 
To all kind loving girls, | 


r 


* 
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WAT rr an Map. 


' In Imitation of WILLIAM and Masca gt r. 
| 1. | 
TI ar the ſhiving mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 
' That hunger rugg d at Watty's breaſt, 
| II. 
| His face was like a bacon ham | - 
That lang in reck had hung, SY 
And horn-hard was his tawny hand 
55 
So wad the ſafteſt face appear 
of che maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 
Aud ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. 
3K Beg IV. 
Ha head was like a heathery buſh 
| Beneath his bonnet blew, 
| On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug. 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 0 
v. 1 
- But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 
& Gade rumbling thro' his kyte, 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Cou'd give his heart delyte. 
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FRY 

He to the kirchin ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Madge he ran, 


Get up, he cryes, my criſby love, 

Be't either het or caul. ä | 
This is the how and hungry hour, 
Are cogue-fous of the Iythy kail, 

— — _ 
Oh Watty, Watty, Madge replyes, 

I but o'er juſtly trow'd — 
Tour love was thowleſs, and that ye 1 
Bethink thee, Watty, on that night, : 
How ye kiſs'd me frae check to cheek, 11 
How cou cou'd ye ca en a V 
And comfort of your fight ? 


a » 


MISCELLANY. 
How cou d ye rooſe my dimpled hand, 
Now all my dimples flight ? 
xz xit. 
vy did you promiſe me a ſuood, 
| To bind my locks ſac brown? 
| Why did you me fine garters heght, 
iet let my hoſe fa down? 
1 XIII. 
0 fuithleſs Watty, think how aft 
I ment your ſarks and hoſe ! 
How mony cogues of broſe. 
— 
But hark ! the kail- bell rings, and I 
Dome ſee, ye haſh, how ſair 1 ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts, ye ſor, 
p XV. 

; The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſerr d. 
Feat Madge return'd again, 
Blyth Watty raiſe and rax'd himſell, 

3 And Gdg'd he was he Gaim. 

= XVI. 
1 He by'd him to the ſavoury bench. 
' Where a warm haggies ſtood, 
þ 4nd gart his gully through the bag 
Let out its fat heart's blood. 


9 „ , 
' - 
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ET 8 
And thrice he cry d, come cat, dear Madge, 
Syne claw d it aff moſt cleverly, 
Till he cou'd eat nae mair. 


CEL1A ina Jaſamine Bower. 
I. 
| WW HEN the bright God of day 
Drore weſtward his ray, 
And the evening was charming and clear, 
The ſwallows amain 
Nimbly ſkim o'er the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 
e 
In a jeſſamine bower, 
When the bean was in flower, 
And Zephyrs breath d odours around, 
| Lov'd Celia ſhe at 
Wich her ſong and ſpinet, 
And ſhe charm'd all the grove with her ſound. 
Whilſt the harmony rung, 
And the birds they all flutt'ring arrive, 
Gently hum with their ſweets to their hive. 


'H 
B 
'A 
u 
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Sm 
The gay god of Jove, 
1 As he flew o'er the grove, . 
1 By Zephyrs conducted along: 
As ſhe touch'd on the ftrings, 


5 V. 
O ye mortals! beware 
| How ye venture too near, 
| Love doubly is armed to wound; 
Your fate you can't ſhun, 
For you're ſufely undone, 
you raſhly approach near the ſound. 
Wav act ap Heart light, I wad die. 
f TP HERE was ancs a May, and ſhe Joo d na men, 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen, 
But now ſhe crys dool ! and a well-a-day! 


But now ſhe crys dool ! &c. 

- | 
When bonny young Johny came o'er the ſea, 
He ſaid he ſaw naithing ſac lovely as we; 


ne heght me baith rings and mony braw things ; 


| He beght, Kk. . 
Vor, II. L * 
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mile wee nene 
Becauſe I was twice as bonny as ſhe ; 
She rais'd ſuch a pother twixt him and his mother, 
That were na my heart light, 1 wad die. 
She rais'd, &c. 


IV. 
The day it was ſet, and the bridal to be, 


| | The wiſe took adwam, ant lay down to die; 


She main'd and ſhe grain d out of dolour and pain, 
Till he vow ' d he never wad fee me again. 
She 1 d, &c. 

1 
His kin was for ane of a higher degree, 
Said, what had he to do with the like of me ? 
Albeit I was bonoy I was na for Johny; 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Albeit I was, &c. 


VI. | 
They ſaid, I had neither cow nor caff, 
Nor dribles of drink rins throw the draff, 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Nor pickles of, &. 


She ſpy d me as I came ver the lee; 
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F- and then ſhe ran in and made a loud din; 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me, 

And then ſhe, Kc. 

| VIII. 

His bonnet ſtood ay fou round on his brow, 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new: 
But now he lets t wear ony gate it will hing; 
Aud caſts himſell dowie upon the corn · bing. 
But now he, &c. | | 


IX. 

And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes: 
The live · lang night he ne er ſteeks his eye, 
And were na my heart light, 1 wad die. 

. 
Were I young for thee, as I hae been, 
We ſhou'd hae been galloping down on yon green, 
And linking it on the lilly-white lee; 
And wow gin I were but young for thee. 
And linking, &c. 


Kind Ronix Hoes me. 

RoBIN. | 

Wulst 1 alone your ſoul poſſeſt, 
? And none more lov'd your boſom preſt, 

Le gods, what king like me was bleſt, 

L 2 
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| | When kind Jeany lo'ed me! 
Hey ho Jeany, quoth he, 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 
JEAN x. 
Whilſt you ador d no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare, 
| What queen with Jeany cou'd compare, 
When kind Robin lo'ed me! 
— 
| ROBIN. 
na a eee 
; Whoſe life to ſave with mine I'd part; 
For kind Katy loves me. 
Hey ho Jeany, &c. | 
JzaAany. 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whole life to ſave 1'd periſh twice ; 
For kind Paty lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, &c. 
RoBin. 
What if 1 Kate for thee diſdain, 
And former love return again, 
To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain; 
| For kind Kobin lo'es thee, 
Hey ho Jeany, &c. 


MISCEL LANY. 
| JS Au r. 

Tho' Paty's kind, as kind can be, 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, 
d chuſe to live and die with thee, 

If kind Robin lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, &c. 


O my heavy beart! 


Tune of, The Broom of Cowdenknows. 
| I. 
My heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as twoud burſt in twain ! 
1 No tongue can e'er deſcribe its ſmart; 
Nor I conceal i its pain. 
= | 
Blow on ye winds, deſcend, ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief: 
Four ſolemn muſick lulls my pain, 
O my heart, &c. 
III. 
in ſome lone corner would 1 fir, 
| Retir'd from human kind; 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can eaſe my anxious mind. 
o wy heart, Kc. 


L z 
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IV. 
The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
om heart, &c. 
V. 
The ſparkling ſtars which gayly ſhine, 
And glitteriog-deck the night, 
Are all ſuch cruel foes of mine, 
I ficken at their ſight. 
O my heart, &c. 


The gods themſelves their creatures love, 
Who do their aid implore; 

O learn of them, and bleſs the nymph 
Who only you adore. 

O my heart, &c. 

The ſtrongeſt paſhon of the mind, 

Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 
If not the greateſt woe. 

O my heart, &c. | 
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er 
A you that would reſine your blood, 
As pure as fam'd Lewelling, 
By water clear, come ev'ry year | 
Aud drink at Bellaſpelling. 
Tuo pox or itch your ſkin enrich 
'Twill clear your ſkin, e er you have been 
| — 


- The air checks be pre 1 hk, 


Then back ſhe goes to kill the beaus, 
By dint of Bellaſpelling. 
III. 
Qur ladies are as freſh and fair 
A As Roſs or bright Dunkelling, 
| ann 
1 Were he at 
vpe muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 


"© - 
* 
« 
* 
* 
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I. 

By matchleſs charms and conquering arme, 
They have the way of quelling 
Such deſperate foes, as dare oppoſe 
Their power at Bellaſpelling. 
Cold water turns to fire and burns, 

I know't becauſe I fell in 
The happy ſtream where a fair dame 
— 


ben KN 
With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 
| Can vie with Bellaſpell ing. 

We eat and drink, and never think, 
5 


The pain'd in mind, — wit wine, 
i am fine wthits aw 
By drinking Bellaſpelling. 
Tho' dropſy fill you to the gill, 
From chin to toe high ſwelling, 
Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt 
A cure at Bellaſpelliog. - 
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14 den throws n0 darts r theſe good par, , 
Come judge and try, you'll never de 
| While you are a1 Bellaſpelling; 
| 0 . g 
1 —— 
+ | Good chear, — vo care, 
Tour cars, your rouch, cranſported deb, 
Flach day at Bellaſpelling. | — 
Within this bound we all fleep ſound, 
No noiſy dogs are yelling . | | 
Except you wake for Celia's fake — 
All night at Bellaſpelling. | 


ere all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 

No lady keeps her cell in, 
But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who live at Bellaſpelling. 
My rhyme is gone, I think I've hs bt ol 
Unleſs 1 ſhou'd bring hell in; ; 

But ſince we re here to heaven ſo near, 

I can't at Bellaſpelling. 
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— i 1 
To wound adnicing firajns : 


To change the lover's'pain ; 
Venus her haroeſ: d doves prepares, In 
And brings the Fair again. = 
Proud mortals who this Majid purſue, FF © 
Think you ſhe'll e er refign ? | 

Ceaſe fools your wiſhes to renew, 3 
Till ſhe grows fleſh and blood like you, 3 © 
Or you, &c. _ ” 
J. 3 
S ye the nymph whom I adore ? - 3 


Saw ye the goddeſs of my heart ? 


MISCELLANY, uw 
4 And can you bid me love no more ? - | 
3 oY 

1 II. | 

i Þ $o many charms around her ſhine, 
. Wo can the ſweet demptation fly ? 

Spite of her ſcorn, ſhe's ſo divine, 
That 1 muſt love her, tho 1 die. 


Bonny BannBaAnta ALLAY. 
1 Ir was in and about the Martinmas time, 
1 When the green leaves were a falling, 
" Þ That Sir John Graeme in the welt country 
1 9 
Uu. | 
He ſen his man down through the town, 
bo haſte and come to my maſter dear, 
' Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 
o booly, hooly roſe ſhe up, | 43 
| To the place where he was lying, | | 
And when ſhe drew the curtain by, 
Young man, I think you're dying. 
IV. 
| [ 0s I'm ſick, and very very ſick, 
And "tis 4 for Barbara Allan. 


7 


4 
12 
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o the better for me ye's never be, 
. Tho your beart's blood were a ſpilling. 
| v. 
O dinna ye mind young man, ſaid the, © * 
When ye was in the tavern a drinking, | 
That ye made the healths gae round and round, 
And lighted Barbara Allan, 
VI. 
| He turn'd his face unto the wall, 
nag andre arg 
| | And be kind to Barbara Allan, | 1 
a VII. = - - 
And ſlowly, flowly raiſe ſhe up, F y 
And flowly, ſlowly left him; +F 
And ſighing, ſaid, ſhe cou'd not ſtay, 5 = 
4 It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan. 4 
IX. 1 
o mother, mother, make iy bed. i 
O make it ſaft and narrow, ='$ 
Since my love died for me to day, 
I die for him to morrow. 
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The Toper's Petition. 
I. 
o 
The god of the vine, 
Not a pipe nor a tun, 
| But an ocean of wine, 
With a ſhip that's well man d 
® With ſuch rare-hearted fellows, 
1 oy eee 
; For a porterly ale-houſe. 
II. 
1 Let the ſhip ſpring a leak, 
Io let in the tipple, 
wichout pump or long boat, 
Io fave ſhip or people: 
May always be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink, or be drown'd. 
| | nn. 
nis my deſign 7 
Jo be nobly intomb'd 5 
In a wave of good wine: 
So that living or dead, 
| Both body and ſpirit, 
n an ocean of claret. 


” <a. Mb F 


„ THE TEA-TABLE ' | 
I. * 
The Relief by the Bowl. 


GINCE drinking has power to bring us relief, | 
Come fill up the bowl, and the pox on all grief; 

If we find that won't do, we'll have ſuch another, 

Till, like ſons of Apollo, we'll make our wit ſoar, | 

— COONS Un ae. '1 
U. 11 
acifivant Bites ee bed ep, 
Each of them delighted to toſs off their bowls ; 
Then let us to ſhew ourſelves mortals of merit, 
Be toaſting theſe gods in a bow! of good claret, 
And then we ſhall each be deſerving of praiſe : V 


On Maſonry. 

Ti "95 

RY Maſon's art, the aſpiring dome = 9 

In various columns ſhall ariſe ; | 

All climates are their native home, 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies. 

7 II. 

Great, gen rous, noble, wiſe and brave, 
Are titles they moſt juſtly claim; 


{| Andall in rhime he dies. 


N. 


Thbeit deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
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Which babes unborn ſhall loud proclaim ; 


| Time ſhall their glorious afts inroll, 
| whit love and friendſhip charm the u. 


The Coquet, 
_ 
Ro White's and Will's, 


| | The love ſick Strephon flies; 


There full of woe, 
His numbers flow, 


Wich feign'd regret, 
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Genthy touch, &c. 
I. 
ENTLY touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 
Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propitious prove, 
II. 
| (Nature's verdant velvet · bed) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head. 
N IMITATED. 
| I. | 
(ENTLY fiir and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt : 
In the dreeping-pan a toaſt, 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 
| II. 
On the dreſſer ſee it lye:: 
Oh the charming white and red 


f * 


on the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 


Let me have it nicely broum d. 


And a ſallad criſp and green: 


| O ye gods! how 1 ſhall dine. 


He bleſt are beggar-lafſes, 

Who never toil for treaſure ! 
{ Drink away, let's be gay, 

| | Mirth and joy oe er can dloy, 
| Ag for gaudy faſhions, 
No want of cloaths oppreſles ; 

we live at eaſe with rags and fleas, 

We value not our drefies. 
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We ſcorn all ladies waſhes, - $3 | 
Wich which they ſpoil each feature, | 
. No patch or paint or beauties want, i 

We live in ſimple nature. 
9 


Third Woman. 
No cholic, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn or evening teaſe us; 
We drink not tea, or ratiia; 
When ſick, a dram can eaſe us. 
Drink away, &c. | | 


Fourth Weman. 
Than ladies a8 in privane, 

By nature's ſoft compliance; 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 

22 — | 
Drink away, &c. = 7 

Fifth Woman. 18 1 

We know no ſhame or ſcandal, . 85 = 
The beggar's law befriends us; 1 
We all agree in liberty, | OE 
Drink away, &c. 


Thus, thus we drown all ſorrow ; 
g 2 


>» = 
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we ive to day, and ne'er delay 
Our pleaſure till to morrow. 
- Drink away, &c. 
'Lvcr and CoLain. 
I. 
(QF Leifter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 
Till lucklefs love and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
II. 

Oh! have you ſeen a lilly pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ? 
So droop'd the flow-conſuming maid, 

Her life was near an end. 
By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair, * 
Of vengeance due to broken vowa, 
Ie perjur'd ſwains, beware. 
| Three times, all in the dead of night, 
= . 2 
xz The raven fap'd i wing 
| M 2. 
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Tos well the love-lorn maiden knew . 
The ſolemn boding ſound, 7 "0 
And thus in dying words beſpoke, | . 
The virgins weeping round : 

: IV. | 
< hear a voice you cannot hear, ; 
| * Which ſays I muſt not ſtay; | 
I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 
Which beckons me away. 1 
By a falſe heart and broken vows, + * 
In early youth I die; . 
« Was 1 to blame, becauſe bis bride 11 
Was thrice as rich as 1? Crs | 
* 
Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows, a 
**© Vows due to me alone; | 


Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all thy own. 

E odndd— tons 

© But know, fond maid, ties, A man, : 
That Lucy will be there. 

; _  * | 
Then bear my corſe, my comrades dear, 
This bridegroom blithe to meer; 

« He in his wedding · trim ſo gay, 
*I in my winding- 


8 
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She ſpoke, ſhe dy d: her corſe was born, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
ie in his wedding - trim ſo gay, 
K She in her winding-ſheet. 
VII. | 
Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts 
nos were theſe nuptials kept! 
The bride's men flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 
At once his boſom ſwell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
— he groan d, he fell. 
| VIII. | 
Tien the vain bride (ah bride no more) 
S - The varying crimſon fled, 
* vs exc, 
| She ſaw her husband dead. | 
| Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 
.  Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 
One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever now remains. 
E 1 IX. 
Ok at his grave, the conſtant bind. 
Aud plighted maids are ſeen, 
Wich garlands gay, and true love-knots 
3 They deck the ſacred green. | 
M 3. 
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This hallow'd fpot ; | 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him here. 


DznmEmT?'s Cronnecch. 
NW 
O Sunday after mals, 
To the Greenwood did paſs, 
All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, all alone. 
II. 
He aſk'd for a pogue, 
And ſhe call'd him a rogue, 
Ahon! ahon! ahon! 5 3 
III. 1 
Said he, my dear ſhoy, 
Why will you prove coy ? Ft 
Let us play, let us toy, 1 


/ All alone, all alone, =_ 
All alone, all alone, all alone. . 


„ Iv. . 
1f 1 were ſo mild. 1 
Tou are fo very wild, 1 | 
You would get me a ſhild. = L 
Ahbon ! ahon! ahon! — 
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v. 

uber wich M 

Aud he brib'd her with nuts, 

Till a thorn prick'd her foots. 
Haloo ! haloo! halo! halo! 

. 
Shall I pull it out! 

You will hurt me, 1 doubt, 

And make me to ſhout. - 
Haloo ! haloo! haloo! haloo! 


A Review of St. Pav rs Church, Covent 


GarDEN. 
28 _ 4 
HAVING ſpear all my time 
" Upon women and wine, 
| went to the church out of ſpite ; 
1 Is quite out of my head, 
 F [refolv'd not to edify by t. 
All the women l view'd, 
Both religious and lewd, 
From the ſable top-knot to the ſcarlets ; 
An even wager Id lay, 
bat at a foulplay, 
$ The houſe ne er ſwarm'd fo with harlots. 
. 4 
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III. 
Madam lovely I ſaw 

With her daughters -in law, | 
Whom ſhe offers to ſale ev'ry Sunday ; 

In the midſt of her prayers 
She negociates affairs, 

And ſigus aſſignations for Monday. 

Iv. | 

Next a baron knight's daughter, 

| Whoſe own mother taught her, 

By precept and practical notions, 

To wear gaudy clothes, 

And ogle the beaux, 
Was at church, to ſhew ſigns of devotion. 
| on tt 

Next, a lady of fame, 

Who we ſhall not name, 

She'll give you no trouble in teaching; 
She has a very fine book, 
But ne er on it does look, 117 55 | 

And regards neither praying nor preaching. 
Madam fair there ſhe fits, 

She's as vicious as fair, 

And has no bulineſs there, 

To hear maſter Tickle text- prating. 


MISCELLANY.. ut; 
vu. 

From the corner of the ſquare 

Comes a hopeful young pair, 
4s religious as they ſee occaſion ; 
Baut if patches or paint 

Be true ſigus of a ſaint, 

| weve no reaſon to fear their damnation. 
Vin. 

When thus he had done, 
le bleſt every one, | 
| With his benediction the people: 

So I run to the Crows, 

Leſt the church ſhou'd fall down, 


$v 2 an's Complaint and Remedy. 
. 1 [ 
Sdown in the meadows I chanced to paſs, 
Oh! there I beheld a young beautiful laſs, 
I Her age, I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 

1 And ſhe on her head wore a garland of green : 
Ker lips were like rubies ; and as for her cyes i 
„ They ſparkled like diamonds, or ſtars in the ſkies, 
And as for her voice it was charming and clear, 
And ſhe ſang a ſong for the loſs of her dear. | 
E 3 . | 
1 Why does my love Willy prove falſe and unkind? 
Tal why does he change like the wavering wind, 
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From one chat is loyal in ev ry degree ? 
Ah! why does he change to another from me? 
Or does he take pleaſure to torture me ſa? 

Or does he delight in my ſad overthrow ? 
Suſannab will always prove true to her truſt, 
'Tis pity lord Willy ſhou d prove ſo unjuſt. 

ln the meadows as we were a making of hay, 
There did we paſs the ſoft minutes away; 
Then was 1 kiſs'd, and fet down, on his knee, 
No man in the world was ſo loving as he. 
And as he went forth to harrow and plow, 

I milk'd him ſweet fillaþubs under my o 
O then I was kifs'd as 1 ſat on his knee ! 

No man in the world was ſo loving as he. 

But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 
Employs all his wiſhes, his thoughts and his care: 
He kiſſes her lip as ſhe fits on his knee, 

And ſays all the ſweet things he once ſaid to me: 
But if ſhe believe him, the falſe-hearted ſwannn 
For nought is more certain, believe filly Sue, | 
* Sd. ” v. | 

She finiſh'd her ſong, and roſe up to be gone, 
When over the meadow came jolly young John, 

ö 


. 
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| who told her that the was the joy of his life, 


1 and if ſhe'd conſent he would make her his wife : 


1 the cou'd not refuſe him, ſo to church they wem; 
{] Young Willy's forgot, and young Suſan's content. 
f men will be falſe, why ſhou'd women be true? 


The Cobler. ; 

1 i. 

A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a tall, 
| © © Which ſerv'd him for parlqgr, forkitchin and halt; 
{ Nocoin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
Vo ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate, 
+ Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf happy 
| Fat night he cou'd purchaſe a cup of brown nappy ; = 
{1 He'dlaugh then and whiſtle, and fing too moſt ſweet, 
n juſt to a hair I've mag both ends to meet. 


But love the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thro? che heart, 


| ? wiſh itthad hit ſome more ignoble part. 


Derry down, &c. 


=—__ 
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IV. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 
8 4 * 

v. 8 
He ſung her love · ſongs as he ſat at his work, 


But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: ; | 


When ever he ſpoke, ſhe wou'd flounce, and wou'd tex, 
Which put the poor cqþler quite into deſpair. 

He took up his awl, that he had in the world, 

And to make away with himſelf was reſoly'd, 

He pierc'd thro' his body inſtead of the ſole : 

So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll. 


The Bonny Earl of Munzayv. 
YE Highlands, and ye Law 
| Oh! where have you been? 


They have ſlain the; Earl of Mur:ay, Re 


And they laid him on the green ! : 


* 


11 


; II. 
now wae be to thee, Huntly, 
| And wherefore did you ſac ? 
bade you bring him wi” you, 

Baut forbade you him to ſlay. 
II bade, &c. 

F | III. 
He was a braw gallant, 

And he rid at the ring; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
ob! he might have been a king. 

And the, &c. 

Z . 
He was a braw gallant, 

And he play'd at the bz”: 
Ard the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a“. 

And the, &c. 
He was a braw gallant, 

And he play'd at the glove: - 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
| Oh! he was the Queen s love. 


| * VL 

| Oh! lang will his lacy 

Look o'er the caſtle Down, 
xe ſhe ſee the Earl of Murray 

'*F Come ſounding tho the town. 
be ſhe, &c. 
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If cer I do well, tit a wonder. 
WHEN 1 was a young lad, 3; 
8 My fortune was bad; 8 
If e er I do well, tis a wonder: 
1 ſpent all my means, | 
On whores, bawds, and queans : 
Then l got a commiſſion to plunder. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 


1. 


The hat I have on, 
Bo greaſy is grown, 
Remarkable tis for its ſhining: 
"Tis ſtitch d all about, 
And never a bit of a lining. 1 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
= . 
The coat 1 have on, WL « 4 
So thread-bare is grown, 5 
So out at the armpits and elbows, 
That I lock as abſurd | 
As a ſailor on board, 
That has ly'n fifteen months in the bilbos. 
Fall all de rall, &c. . 
X IV. 
My ſhirt it is tore 
Both behind and before, 
The colour is much like a cinder; 


* 
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is ſo thin and ſo ſine, | 
That it is my defign 
Jo preſent it to the muſes for tinder. 
Fall all de rall, &c. \ 

| | v. 

My blue fuſtian breeches 
i worn to the ſtitches, | | 
1 e 


1 F there's ever one farthing within them. 
| Fall all derall, ar. 

VI. 
n oblig d to wear boots in all weather; 
| Be damn d the boot-ſole, 
Curſe on the ſpur-roll, 


| | Fonfounded be the upper-leather. 


Fall all de rall, &c. 
Had ye then but ſeen 
The ſad plight I was in, 
Ye'd not ſeen ſuch a poet amongſt twenty; 
I have nothing that's full, 
1 But my ſhirt and my ſkull, 
| | For my pockers and belly were empry. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 


— 
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The Fumbler's Rant. 
I. 
OME carles a' of fumbler's ha', 

And 1 will tell you of our fate, 
Since we have marned wives that's braw, 
And canna pleaſe them when tis late: 
'A pint well take, our hearts to chear ; 

What ſauts we have, our wives can tell: 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 88 
The auldeſt bairn we hae's our ſell. 
| = 
Chriſt ning of weans we are redd off, 

The pariſh prieſt tis he can tell, 
We aw him nought but a gray groat, 
T Theoff ring for the houſe we dwell. 

Our bairns's tocher is a paid, 

We're maſters of the gear our ſell ; 
Let either well or wae betide, 

Here's a health to a the wiees chars yell 

III. 
Our nibour's auld ſon and the laſs, 
- He grips her in the dark begueſs, 
Repentance ay comes afterhin', 
It coſt the carle baith corn and hay; 
We're quat of that with little din, 
Sic croſſes haunt ne er you nor I. 
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p | Iv. | 
s merry, merry may we be, 
wen we think on our nibour Robie, 
Wi' his auld ſon and his daughter Maggy: bk 

Boots he maun hae, piſtols, why not; 

' The huſſy maun hae corkit ſhoon: 
we ate no ſae; gar fill the pot, 

We'll drink to a- the hours at een. 
| . „ 

Here's a health to John Mackay we'll drink, 

To Hughie, Andrew, Rob and Tam; 

} We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
Ius oer ſoon for us to gang. 
| | Foul fa' the cock, he as ſpilt the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, 
We ll fit a while, tis lang to day, 
For a' the cocks they rave at Tool. 
*q VI. 
me we have met we'll merry be, 
' | fer me down, leſt I be fee, 
I For fear that I ſhould bear't my fell. 
Al., quoth Rob, and down fat he, 
* I fit we'll take a ſoup of the barley - bree, 
Vor. II. N 0 


* 1 


5 
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The Matron's Wiſp. 
1. 
And my eye · fight does fail; 
And may I have my old huſband 
To keep my back warm. 
: Cnorvus, 
Are flowers but of May; 
Our life's but a vapour, 
Our body's but clay : 
O let me live well, 
Tho' I live but a day. 
With a ſermon on Sunday, 
And a bible of good print; 
With a pot on the fire, - 
And good viands in't; 
With ale, beer and brandy, 

To drink to my goſſip. 0 
And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The pleaſures of, &c. 

2. 


 MESCELLANY. 
| um. | 
And ſome money in ſtore, 
To purchaſe the needful, 

And to give to the poor : 
With a bottle of Canary 
| To fp without lin, 

| "Whene'er ſhe lyes in. 
The pleaſures, &c. 
IV. 

| With a bed ſoft and eaſy 
IJ Toreſt onat night, 
With a maid in the morning 
To riſe with the light. 
{ Todo her work neatly, 

And obey my deſire, 

To make the houſe clean, 
And blow up the fire. 
| ' The pleaſures of, xc. 
v. 


Ia bealch and content, 
And a good eaſy chair; 


Wich a thick hood and mantle, 
When I ride on my mare. 
N 2 
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Let me dwell near my cup-board, 

With a pair of glaſs eyes 
To clap on my noſe. 1 
The pleaſures of, &e. _— 
| WW: - _— 

Wh a ſigh let them fay, 1 
Our honeſt old cummer's | - 
Now laid in the clay : | 
Shin vg, fie wwe cnnckid, . 
. No ſcold, nor no whore; -#; 
And gave to the poor. 
Tho' the flower of her yourh 
I1ñ ber age did decay, 
Tho! her life like a vapour 
Evaniſh'd away 
She liv'd well and happy 
Unto her laſt day. 


id ro „Ser. 


(pt re- 
We brothers that are 


1 

Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, 

Our wine has a ſpring; 
Here's «heh 10 an acc maſon. 
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| | 11. 
The world is in pain, 
Our ſecret to gain, 
uu ſtill let them wonder and gaze on: 
3 They ne'er can divine | 
| The word, or the ſign, 
] 46K 


'Tis this and ds that. 
| They cannot tell what, 
Why ſo many great men of the nation 
| Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one, 
wich a free and an accepted maſon, | 
FF of IV. | 
ö Great kings, dukes, and lords, | | 3 
5 Have laid by their ſwords, | 
| Þ Our myſtery to put a good grace on, 
And ne'er been aſham'd 
Io hear themſelves nam'd 
Wich a free and an accepted maſon. 
8 
Still firm to our truſt, | 
1. ln friendſhip we're juſt, 
Our actions we guide by our reaſon: 
| By obſerving this rule, 
| The paſſions move cool 
3 — {x 
1 3 
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3 vi. 
All idle debate 
About church or the ſtate, : . 
The ſprings of impiety and treaſon ; 43 
| Theſe raiſers of ſtrife Y 
Ne'er ruffle the life 
Of a free and an accepted maſon. 
vn. 


Antiquity's pride 

We have on our fide, ' 

Which adds high renown to our ſtation: 
There's nonght but what's good 
To be underſtood | 

By a free and an accepted maſon. 
The clergy embrace, 

And all Aaron's race, 

Our ſquare actions their knowledge to place on; 
And in each degree 

They'll honoured be 

With a free and an accepted maſon. 
We're true and ſincere 
In our love to the fair, 
Who will truſt us on every occaſion : 
Than a free and an accepted maſon. ". 
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X. | a 

Then join hand in hand, 
Teach other firm ſtand, 
ere be merry, and put a good face on: 

Wat mortal can boaſt 
1 So noble a toaſt 
1 * 


The Saaler Rant. 
| | L. 
. 
£ Who roams @'er the watery mann ! | 
Jo treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 


| We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 


To honour and honeſty true; 
And wou'd not commit a bad action, 
| „ 
if CHORUS, 
{ © Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, ö 
| © Or any ſuth glinering toy ? | 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 


7 
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When-terrible tempeſts afſail us, | 
And mountainous billows affright ; 

No grandevr or wealth can avail us, . 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers righi. 

Then why ſhould, &c. 

III. | 

The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 

In various nations we try : 
No mortal than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we dy. 

Then why ſhould, &c. 


A Love-Song in the modern taſte... 
By Dr. Svirr. 
To 
. . 
I a ſlave in thy dominĩons, 
Nature muſt give way to art. 
| u. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 


tre wy wonry Gaye cnnfuning 
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| Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 
k Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth, 
$ Him the boar, in filence creeping, - 
| Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 
IV. \ 
| . 
Bright Apollo lend thy choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors 
— of 


4 »» ata, 
1 Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow, 
Her me gay my dying voun. 
| VII. 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. | 
VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
| Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate; 


6 
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See the birds of Juno ſtooping: 
Melody reſigns to fate. 


 $1Lv14a ond the Flaſk. 


| bs: 
I Thank thee my friend, 


That at length you declare, 


Why Silvia's ſo coy 
hs: As to ſhun me with care. 
1 mus'd every night, 
And rack'd my poor foul, 
To find out the cauſe 
Of a falſhood fo foul. 
That the thinks of a bogſhead 
Whene er ſhe ſees me: 
That 1 ſmell like a beaſt, 
| And therefore that 1 
Maſt reſolve to forſake her 


Or claret; good claret deny. 
| ul. 


"Ye gods ! was e er it known 

That beaſts ſmell'd of wine ? 
They brutiſhly abbor = 

A liquor ſo divine: 


| That there's none are like us 


FI 
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era when we are moſt beaſts, 

When like them in-common, 
We eagerly go a hunting 

'S For the next lewd woman. 

; IV. 

| Muſt 1 leave my dear bottle, 

Wich prolongs all my joys, 

To my grief puts an end? 

And makes me ſo ſublime, 


| V. 
So perfect has made, f 


New beauties to add. 


| Muſt 1 leave her, I'm ſorry, 


It is too hard a taſk ; 
| Yet ſhe may go to the devil, 
5 — CATENS: 


Love, Drink and Debe. 
| 
[T Hare been in love, and in debt, andin drink, 
Theſe many and many a year; 


9 
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Twas love made me fall into drink, wa 
And drink made me fall into debt; 
And tho' 1 have ſtruggled and ſtrove, 
1 cannot get out of them yet. 
u. 5 
There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain: 
*Twill pay all my debts, .- 
And remove all my lets; | 1 
Will love me, and love me again; T + 
Then, then 1 ſhall fall comy loving anddrinkiogagi, | 


| The Farmpr's Son. I | 
| I. | 
QVEET Nelly, my heart's delight, 
Be loving, and do not flight 
The proffer 1 make, for modeſty's ſake, 
I honour your beauty bright; 
For love I profeſs; I can do no leſs, 
Thou haſt my favour won: \ 
And ſince I ſee your modeſty, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 
Thy Tn bar Ws Go. 
II. 


{ 


No: lam a lady gay, | 
'Tis very well known 1 may 1 
' Have men of renown in country and town, a } 
Sir Roger without delay. '+ 


v7 *. * 47 
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3 Quart Bridger, or Sue, Kate, 
1 a Hig, Ka aw Ren 
As tho' I were at my laſt pray 'r, 
To marry a farmer's ſon. 
III. 
My father has riches in lre, 
Two hundred a year and more, 
Beſides ſheep and cows, carts, harrows 
His age is above threeſcore: and plow, 
And when he gives way, then merrily I 
3 
land and kine, and all ſhall be thi 
| —— 
And marry a farmer's ſon, 
IV. | ' 
A fig for your cattle and corn, ö 
Your proffer d love 1 ſcorn; 2 
Tis known very well, my name is Nell, 
And you're but a bumpkin born. 
Well, fince it is ſo, away I will go, 
And 1 hope no harm is done; 
Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 
. Tho' I'm but a farmer's ſon. 
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- V. 
Be not in ſuch haſhe, quoth ſhe, 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree: 

For, man, I proteſt, I was but in jeſt, 
Come prithee fit down by me; 
For thou art the man that verily can 
Perform what mult be done, 
Both ſtraight and tall, genteel withal ; = © 
Therefore I ſhall be at your call F 

To marry a farmer's ſon. 

| VI. 

nr ads. les, 

I ſolemnly ſwear and yow, | 
No lords in ther lives take pleaſure in their wires | 

Like fellows that drive the plow. 
For whatever they gain with labour and pain 

They don't to harlots run 
As courtiers do; I never knew 5 . 
A London beau that cou d outdo | 

A country farmer's ſon. 


The Angel Woman. 
* | 

Wiemann appears 

Wich its graces and airs, . 


All bright as an Angel 
New dropt from the ſky; 


* 
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At diſtance 1 gaze, 
Aud am aw'd by my fears ! | 
80 ſtrangely you dazzle mine eye 5 
I. 
But when without art 
Your thoughts you impart, 
When your Jove runs in bluſhes 
When it darts from your eyes, 
When it pants from your heart, 
&F Then 1 know you are a Woman again. 
7 „ 
There's a paſſion and pride 
i our ſex ſhe reply d, 
And thus (might 1 gratify both) 
I would do, 
still an Angel appear 
To each lover beſide, 
But ſtill be a Woman to you. 


* 


RO GE A/ Courtſhip. 
L I. 
At Dolly's window, 
Tumpaty, tumpaty, tump. 
He begg'd for admittance, 
She anſwer'd him, no; 2 M 
© Glumpary, glumpaty, glump. 


2 | That thus 1 am caſt off, | 
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My Dolly, my dear, 
n 1 4:53.45 

No, no, Roger, "i | 


2 came you may go, 
© Slumpary, ſlumpaty, ſlump. 
Il. 


Oh what is the reaſon, | "= g 
Dear Dolly? he cry'd: 1 
* Humpaty, &c. 


And unkindly deny'd: 
; © Trumpaty, Ec. 
1 gueſs has been here: 
Crumpaty, , &c. 3 8 * 
Suppoſe there's been two, Sir, * 
Pray what's that to you, Sir? 


0 

1 
An 

K. 
Gy 
Ya 


& tie forum to the ſhore, 
And ſaw Dolly no more: 
Rumpaty, &c. 


| Oh! then ſhe recall'd, 
3 Andrecall'd him again: 
 , Humpaty, Sc. 
{| whilſt he like a madman 
Ran over the plain: 
4 Slumpaty, &c. 
Determin d to find RE 
A damſel more kind: 
She muſt die an old maid: 


Iv. 


4 


9 


. | AST am a friend, 

Be willing to lend 

An ear to theſe lines, 
Which in pity I pen d. 
Ju a cordial advice, 

' | Girls be not too nice, 
Young lovers are now 

_ | Aanother gate price 

vor.. I. 0 
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I at « Craft. 


i®. 
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II. 


I pray you refrain 
Your ſcorn and diſdain, 
if young men you ſlight, - 
They'll light you again. 
Sigh heavy and ſad, 
There are not ſo many 2 
Young men to be had 
Perhaps you ſuppoſe 
Fine furbelow'd clothes 
Will ſerve for a portion: 
If truth may be ſpoke, 
*Tis but a mere joke, 
For love without money 
Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 


IV. 
The country clown, 
When he comes to town, 
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A thouſand or two, 
Or he'll leave ye. 
3 v. 
Loung men are grown wiſe, 
A pornon they prize, 
They are done with the charms 
Of your conquering eyes. 


A portion! they cry, 


If love you would buy; 

in order to purchaſe, . 

You then mult bid high, 
Or live ſingle. 


Once batchelors, they 
Did figh, whine and pray; 
But ſtill we're put off 
With a ſcornful delay. 
Down with your duſt, 
A portion there muſt ; 
J + Poor girls wou'd be glad 
To jump at acruſt, 
Cod ye ger it. 
Maar BZ 423. 
3 Fir Beggar. 
* | Once wana port at London, 
E I kept my heart ftill full of glee ; 
There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, b 
For begging s no new trade to me. | 
Toll deroll, ce. 


0 2 
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| . Second Beggar. N e, 
1 an earls” 
And after a knight of the poſt 
Give me a briſk wench and cleati ſtraw, 
++ l | 
Toll deroll, &c. 
didn re er BR" EN 1 
Till he fancy d the peace breaking off, 
1 
Toll deroll, &c. 
Fourth Beggar. 
Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flaner'd my loed to his face; 
Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 
Becauſe be miſs'd getting i place. 
Toll deroll, &. 
| Fifth Beggar 
I till am a merry gut- ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm ; 
Tho poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
1 
* Toll deroll, &c. 
d Bagger, 
I was a fanatical preacher, + 
. ; 
But my hearers half-ſtarv'd. their teacher, 
| 3 
22 


1 


F 2 
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1 Fan Beggar. 
wee er you'd be merry and free, 


Let him liſt. and from us he may learn; 

| ks palaces who ſhall you fee | 

1 Half ſohappy s we in a bajn? 7 
en, of all. 
| © Whoe'er wou'd be merry, &c. 


To Signors Cu K 01. 


I. 
[vie eue of th fag, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
| Wamton gale of fond deſire. 
'Bane of every manly art, 


I Net enfeebler of the heart; 
Icon too pleaſing is thy ſtrain ! 


Heace to ſouthern climes again 2 
ul. | 4 
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HAPPINESS. = ” 


Tune, To, all you Laber now at land. *' | 
Mrd, fince you defire - S 
| To know what I wou'd wiſh, 
What ſtore of wealth 1 would require, F* 
IT 0o gain true happineſs; | 1 

Of all that life can eaſy make. — 
| 8. 
Here happy only are the few 5 
Who wiſh to live at home, 1 
Who never do extend their view - 1.0 
An income which ſhould ever be 1 a 
The fruit of honeſt induſtry. ä 
11. | 43 
A ſoul ſerene and free from fears, — 
Wich no contentions ver d, I 
To be at all perplex'd. 
A body that's with health endow'd, 
An open temper, yet not rude. 
| IV. 
A heart that's always circumſpect, 
Unknowing to deceive, 
Yet ever wiſely can reflect, 
Not caly to believe. 


un dreſs, let it be plain, 
1 —— a ſtain. 
| | V. 
|| | ds tes ede toe 
To drive away the cold, 
4 moderate glaſs one would require 
Wen merry tales are told: 
- The company of an eaſy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind. 
Some ſhelfs of books of the right kind, 
For knowledge and delight, 
nor imerlin d 


218 
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No more I'll aſc, no more I'll with. TY 1 


Smirky NA u. " 
TO ns 1. 
1. | 


=” AF! woe me, voor Willy cry'd, By 
See how I'm walted to a ſpan? - |  } " 
My heart I loſt, when firſt. 1 ſpy'd went = 
I'm grown ſo weak, a gentle breeze 
Of duſky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beechen trees, \ 
| And all for thee, my fifty Nan. : 
II. 
Ius d to take a hearty can; 
PR = Unlcfs tis brew'd and bak'dby Nan. 
; The baker makes the beſt of bread, 
The flower be takes, and leaves the bran ; 
The bran is every other maid, 
But Dick of th? green, that naſty lown, 
He ſaatch'd a kifs : 1 knock d him down, _ 
| Which hugely pleas'd wy fmairky Ns. 


as kd 4A A ah oh 


py r 4A A>6< _ 4 


I hack! ane 


» | 
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And rattley Taptara Tartan, 


; T ge leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 


Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Nan 


Tarry Wee. 
1. 


cen 


Ciund it well, card it well, 

cad it well e er ye begin. | 
4 , Then the work is haflezs done ; | 
i Þ i maybe leading for queen 


n. 
tee e 


That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
ing fweetly as ye gs 
{| Through the winter's froſt and ſnow. 


Hart and hynd, and fallow-deer, 
No be haff ſo uſeful are; 


| Frackings to him that hads the plow, = 


Arcall oblig'd to tarry woo. 
ur. 
Up ye ſhepherds, dance and ſkip, 


| Ling up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
- Ling the flocks that bear it too; 
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That clead the back, and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fou ; 
Leaſe me on the tarry woo. 
8 IV. 
Ho happy is a ſhepherd's life, 
Far frac courts, and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bac, 
And the lambkins anſwer mne: 
Not ſuch mulic to his car, 
Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, EY = 
Well defend the tarry woo. 
a 8 
He lives content and envies none, 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho' he the royal ſcepter ſwahs, 
Has not ſweeter holy- days. 
Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings ſac well; 
Wich honeſt heart and tarry woo. 


1 
Tune, My deary, if thos die. 
©" 
IT.. its bleſſings to augment, 


1 
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Ir is this earth there is no fair 
I Can give ſuch joy to me; 
| How great muſt then be my deſpair, 


— ann thou die. 
II. 

. veins gale Schaeks lentes fr fn, 

| And now my charmer ſmiles ; 
| Fw beauty heightens ev 'ry grace, 
j 24 all my fear begailes: | 
1 daily made for thee, 
| Like them be kind, — ne, 

1 Hie I myſelf muſt die. . 


Haves of the Mill and buxom Nu x l. 


E on my beſt apparel : 
Let's fit and chat a while 
Wich thee, my bonoy Nell, 
"0... 
Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
I am not in ſuch a haſte ; 
To be a plowman's bride 
Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's fon : 


If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; 
Sweet miſtreſs, I have done. 


* I'll neither wait, nor fit, nor prate, 
_ * T'reother fiſh to fry.” 

| 8 
Wich all my honeſt heart: 
Wust tho' wy name be Roger, 
That goes at plow and cart ? 
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vl) wah bet 
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44 1 need not tarry long, | | | 


' 1 ſoon may gain a wiſe; | 
There's buxom Joan, it is well known 
VI. 


ny what of buxom Joan? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well? 
er ſhe has ne er a penny, 
knd 1 have fifty H SAF 
1 * The money made him ſmile :” 
I Oh then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while, 
{ Within the ſpace of half an hour | 
1 This couple a bargain truck, 
They both wou'd have good luck. 
To your fifty I've forty, 
With which a cow we'll buy ; 
we ll join our hands in wedlock bands, 
1 Then who but you and1? 


Buttery M a v. 

| | I. 

i In youder town there wons a May, 

2 Snack and perfyte as en be ony, 
Jes fac jimp, ſac gamp, fac gay, 

dee capernoytic, and fac boiwy: 


B __—— 
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She has been woo'd and loo'd by mony, 

| But ſhe was very ill to win; 
2 

Tho he were ne er ſac noble a kin. 

| II. 

She rubs her face till it grows clear; 
But when her minny ſhe did perceive . 

Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa that filthy face of thine, 
* There's Dunkyſon, Davyſon, Robie Carmel, 
<< Sing Stidrum, Stouthrum, Suthrom, Stony, 
© Ann ye dance ony mir, we'ſe tell Meſs Johny. 
Sing, ac. 


The wiſe Penitent, - 
Sung „lucas. 


Dlmas lad penfe i th bes-, 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin'd; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 

Aud ſighs reliev'd his love-fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all babes lay, == 
Looks, fighs, and actions ſeem'd to lay, 
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| __— * ; 
| Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your firains; 
I faintly hear in your ſoft notes 
My Chloe's voice, that wakes my pains. 
But why ſhould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fongs to hear, 
mn 


1 ah e neue fad 
1 feel a ſound my heart-ſtrings moe: 
No, tis Chloe's ſwerter tongue: 
Hark 1 hark! what faqs my love ? 
Iv. 


| Who . with ber lover's pain? 
Nature ſtill in women's eyes, . 
Ob Daphnis ! Daphnis !- twas my pride, 

2 

| RO 

| een 

My blood with trickling motion flew, 

| Sudden 1 put on looks diſpleas'd, 

And haſty from his hold withdrew : 
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Tos fear alone, thou fample ſwain ;_ 
—— 


POP - 00g 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Much much thy mulic 1 approve, 
Yet break thy pipe, for mote i love 


—— goat pad 
VII. 


My heart forbodes that I'm berray'd; 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone! 

Ln night with Delis dog be hy 

Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 

Ny tongue would now my heart betray. 

Ah Chloe ! thou art won. ,, 
The youth ſtept forth with haſty pace, 

Shame ſudden lightned in her face, 

 _ Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſuy: 
At laſt, in broken werds, ſhe cry'd, 

To morrow you in vain had try'd, 

xt Ian loſt to day. 
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Dl Daze r. be. 
+. An Advice ts Cur on. 


| J. 

1 You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
| You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain; 

1 Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
I You'll pad to be very ill grounded, 
| When once you its diftates obey. 
1 „ 
1 The love that from beauty is drawn, 
] By kindneſs, you ought to improve; 

Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the dawn, 
1 Fruition the ſunſhine of love. 
uud tho' the bright beams of your eyes, 
' Should be clouded that now are ſo gay, 
| Anddarkneſs obſcure all the ſkies, 

| You ne er can forget it was day. 

Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 
1 You have often regarded with wonder, 

Y He's dropſical, ſhe is dim ey d. 
1 Yer they're ever uncaly aſunder: 1 
Vor. II. P i © f 


4 5 
- 


* by N 7 
- * 
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Together they totter about, 
Or fit ia the ſun at the door; * 
And at night when old Darby 't pot's our, 
' His Joan will not ſmoak a whiff more. 
IV. 
No beamy wor wit they palſcks, 
Their ſeveral failings to cover : 
That make them ſo fond of each other ? 
*Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that youth did beſtow, 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
Il be belt of our bleſſings below. 
V. | 
No ſickneſa or time can remove: 
And age brings the winter of love, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs {hill flows, 


— i. 
When beauty was not bought and ſold, 


5 
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Wien the fair mind was uninflam'd 
With the mean thirſt of baneful gold. 


„With the mean thirſt, &c. 
_* 

1 Then the kind ſhepherd when he ſigh'd, 
The ſwain, whoſe dog was all his wealth, 

{ Was not by cruel parents forc'd 
* To breath, &c. 

&,—* What's the ſettlement you'll make ? 
} You're poor !—* heflings the door at you. 
 * You're poor ! &c. | 


The Country Wake. 


2 6 
[LL fing you a dirty, and warrant it true, 
| Give but attention unto me a while, 

of tranſactions in court, and in country too, 

\{ Toilſome pleaſure, and pleaſing toil: 

| keceept it, 1 pray, a8 your help-mates you take, 
To ſome twill give joy, 
And ſome others annoy ; 
All's fair at a country wake. 
« All's fair, &e. 
Do 
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| II. | e 
Many ladies at court are ſtil'd unpolite, 
Becauſe truly virtuous, and prone to no ill; 
Whilſd others who ſparkle in diamonds bright, 
Are ſtript of their pride at baſſet or quadrille, 
Till their loſſes at play do their lords credit ſhake : 
Then their toys to recover, 
They'll grant the laſt favout ; 
Strange news at a country wake. 
| Strange news, Kc. 
| m. 
Here molt of our gentlemen patriots are, 
To very bad ſtateſmen, I freely conſeſi, 
They defign harm to none, but a fox or a hate; 

And are always found loyal in wat and in peace. 
The fartner's induſtry does earth fertile make; 
The buzbandman's plowing, 

Gets health and good cheer at a country wake. 
* Gets health, &c. 
IV. 
From neighbouring villages hither refort, 

They kiſs ſweet as roſes, yet virtuous as ſaints ; ] 

(Who can ſay more for the ladies at court?) 
No worldly cares vex them aſleep or awake, 
In peace and true love, 
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V. 
1 The ſchemes of a courtier are full of intrigues ; 
Here all's fair and open, dark deeds ye deſpiſe, 
et rural contentment gainſt courtly fatigue, 
1 Who chuſes the former is happy and wiſe : 
Now let's pray for the king, and, for Britain's ſake, 
From all factions free, ,, 
May his ſubjęcts agree, 
I u well at the court as the country wake. 

u well, &c. 

3 Oaths in faſhion. | 
| (COSTOM prevailing fo long mongſt the great, 
1 — Make oaths eaſy potions to ſieep on; 
| Which many (on gaining good places) repeat, 
Without e er deſigning to keep one. 


I Foran oath's ſeldom kept, as a virgin's fair fame, 


A lover's fond vows, or a prelate's good name; 


| Alawyer to truth, or a ſtateſman from blame, 


Or a patriop's heart in a courtier. 


PHE terrible law when it faſtens its pay | 
On a poor man, it grips till he's undone ; 
ud what I am doing may prove to my ruin, 
| Tho' rich as the lord mayor of London. 

| P 3 
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| 8 | - 
Therefore I'll be wary what meſſage I carry, 1 
Unleſs we firſt make a zure bargain ; | 
1 will be dempnified, thorowly ſatisfied, = 
That chan ſhan't zuſſer a warding. 


The Play of Low. © =_— 
"P HE play of lore is now begun, 
And thus the actions do go on; 
Strephon, enamour'd, courts the fair, 
| She hears him with a careleſs air, 1 
And ſmiles to find him in love's ſnare. 
Second AG. 
| The act tune play d, they meet again, - _ 
Here pity moves her for his pain, = 1 
But pants to hear a man of ſenſe. Fol 11 
The third approach her lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er ſhe ſpeaks; _ 
But with feign'd {lights ſhe puts him by, (| 
And faintly cries, ſhe cant comply, | * 
Although ſhe gives her heart the ly. 
Fourth Act. 
As if ſome other fair he'd try; 
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At which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen and fear, 
Leſt ſome more wiſe his love ſhou'd ſhare, 
Which yet no woman e'er can bear. - 
I Fifth Aa. | 
The laſt act now is wrought ſo high, 

1 That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 

| She does no more his paſkon ſhut, 

He ſtraight into her arms does run: 
The curtaia falls, the play is done. 
Fanny fair. , 


. I. 
Fanny fair could I impart 


| * 
F * 1 


The cauſe of all my woe! 
That beauty which has won my heart, 
| She ſcarcely ſeems to know: 

I VUnſkill'd in th' art of womankind, 
Without defign ſhe charms; 

How can thoſe ſparkling eyes be blind, 
Which every boſom warms? 
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Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, , 
That charms the ſenſe fo much, 

Upoo a thorny briar grows, 
And wounds with ev'ry touch. 

| III. 

At firſt when I beheld the fair, 

Wich raptures I was bleſt; 

But as I would approach more near, 

. | 
RIDES 

One ou heck frame chele hight eyes 
Will lay me in my tomb. 


— 
1. 
PROUD woman, 1 ſcorn you, 


_— —— 
I'll drink all the day, 


And I'll revel all night. 
1. 


. As great 23 a monarch, . 
The moments I paſs, 
The bortle's my globe, 


a nc: ie 


The table's my throne, 
And the tavern's my court, 
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te drawer's my ſubje, 
1 Anddrinking's my ſport. 
| Here's tlie chief of all joy, . 4 wr 
. Here's a miſtreſs ue er coy; 
I Dear cure of all ſorrows, 
1 And life of all bliſs : | 
ran king when 1 hug you, | 

But more when 1 kiſs. | 

5 


- Tippling Joux. 
I. 

A $ 5ppling John was jogging on, 

| Upon a riot night, 

With totteriog pace, and fiery face, 
Suſpicious of high flight; 

The guards, 2 
5 Ald, 3 
Who are you ? Stand, friend, ſtand. ' .. 
= * 4 
Ay. ſays one, that's the caſe; 
1 Some meeting he has burnt, you fee 
The flame's ſtill in his face. 
John thought it time to purge his crime, . 
| And ſaid, My chief intent 
| Wasto afſwage my thirſty rage, 
P the meeting that I meant. 


- * 
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Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let ws know, 
That we may figd how you're inclin'd; 
Are you high church or low? 
John ſaid to that, III tell you what, 
All 1 can ſay, this is the way 
I ſteer my courſe of life. 
IV. 
I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgels go, 
To ſtceple-houſe nor hall, 
The briſk bar · bell beſt ſuits my zeal 
23 Wich gentlemen, d' ye call; 
Gueſs then, am I lo- church or high, 
£ From that tow'r, or no ſteeple, 
Whoſe merry toll exalts the ſoul, 
0 


—ů— 36 

With coyntenance molt pleaſant, 
By whiſper round they all ſoon found 
2 He was no damag d peaſant, 
$ Thus while John ſtood the beſt he cou'd, 
ExpeRting their deciſion; ; 
Damn him, fays one, let him be gone, 

He's of our own religion. | 


* 


a * "> __ It» * 
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BELIND A. 
| . 
YN OLD fue tome Belinda give, 

With her alone I'd Chuſe to live, 
9 Variety I'd ne er require, | 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 

Nor a greater bliſs deſire. 
. 

My charming nymph, if you can find 
Amongſt the race of human kind, 
A man that loves you more than I, 
Il reſign you, I'll. relign you, | 
| In. 

Let my Belinda fill my arms, 

With all her beauty, all her charms; 
don the glories, on the glories, 
1 — 


nb add ines + 
I. 


. =_ 
No lefs than a wonder by nature deſigu d; 


She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my eye, 


And the cauſe of a flame that never can die. 


1 
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II. 
Her mouth, from whence wit ſtill 


Has the beautiful bluſh, and the ſmell of the roſe: | 


Love and deſtipy both attend on her will, 


She wounds with a look, with a frown ſhe can kill, 


* She wounds, &c. | 
III. 

The deſperate lover can hope no redreſs, 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in exceſs; 
In Silvia they meet, fo unhappy am I. 

Who ſees her mult love, neee 
4 Who ſecs her, &c. 


The Rival 

I. . 75 
— al he car, 
By which our lives are curſt, 

Ofall the ſorrows that we bear, 


- 
Ul 


= 
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Alone with them I'd cope, 

1 can endure my own deſpair, 
But not another's hope. 


Hunting Song going bur. 
L 


ARK ! away, tis the merry ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn 
To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer; 
To upharbour the out · lying deer. 
Cnoa us of Huntſmen. 
All che day long, 
This, this is our ſong, 
- Hill hallooing, © 
And following; 
So frolick and free, 
Our joys know no bounds, 
| While we're after the hounds; 
No mortals on earth are fo jolly as we. 
| | II. 
| Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all eccho hillo; _ 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies. 
All the day, &c. 
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III. 
When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the heath · breathing mountain ſublime, 
\ Whar a joy from our labour we feel! 
Which alone they who tafte enn reveal. 
All the day, &c. 


Tu fect wih irs poeps over the hills, 

With bluſhes adorning the meadows and fieldy; 
The merry, merry, merry horn calls, come, come away, 
„ 
The merry, &c. 


II. 6 

The ſtag rouz'd before us, way ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry, 
Then follow, follow, follow the muſical chace, 
Were pleaſure and vigorous health you embrace. 
3 Then follow, Ac. | 


| | 
The day's ſport when over makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover freſh charms for the night; 
Then let us, let us now enjoy all we can while we may. 
S 2f RS = tend. adn 
* Then let us, & 
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The Girl that's blyth and gay. 
Tune, Black Fock. 

(Ee gen eres 

Por black, or yellow, or fair, or brown, 

With their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright; 

Give me a girl that's blyth and gay, : 
As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 

| with her heart free, and faithful as light. 
| What lovely couple then cou'd be 

So happy and ſo bleſt as we! 

On whom the ſweeteſt joys wou'd ſmile, 

. And all the cares of life beguile, 
— CJ —_—_——O_ 


Cratuss's Perus. 
I. 
| (PYNTHLA frown whenr'er I weo ber 
Yer ſhe's vex'd if 1 give over, 

| Much ſhe fears 1 ſhould undo her, 

1 But much more to loſe her lover: 
Thus in doubting the refuſes, 


| Ul. 
1 Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you; 
Then, too late, deſire will find you 
| When the power mult forſae you. 
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To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. 


1. | 
"FE for wat fink beneath the hill. 
The weltern clouds were lin'd with gold, | 
The ſky was clear, the winds were till, 
The flocks were pent within the fold; 
When, from the ſilence of the grove, 
| Poor Damon thus defpair'd of love 

9 

Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 

From the bare rock, or oo beach; 

Who from each barren weed that grows 

Expects the grape, or bluſhing peach; 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 

| III. 
I have no herds, no fleecy care, 

A maiden's venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my fighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. . 

IV. 
Ho wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since women's hearts ace bought and ſold ? 


e "WO Wa "_  _ 
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I They aſk not vows of ſacred truth, 
eser chey figh, rhey figh for gold. 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
A Jet l. alas ! have nought but love. - 
1 
To buy the gems bf India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice ? 
trie living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove; 
But I, alas ! have nought but love. 
| © Silvia ! fince nor gems, nor ore, 
Conſider that I offer more. 
More ſeldom found, a ſoul ſincere: 
Wo pays thy worth, mult pay in love. 


1 Tell me, my Heart. 
I. 

Wen Dela the pl appar, 
Ad by a thouſand tender fears, , 
{would approach, but dare not move 2 3 
ia. my heart, if this be love ? 

} | K II. | 
4 Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
I bother voice but ker's can bear, 

| vo: 1. _ 
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No other wit but her's approve: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be lore? 
ou. IH. 

* If ſhe ſome other ſwain con 

Tho' 1 was once his fondeſt friend, 

That inſtant enemy 1 prove: * 

Tell me, my heart, if this he love ? 
IV. 

LS. When ſhe is abſent, 1 no more 
Delight in all that pleaſcd before, 
The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? | E F 

: . | 

When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, | 
She ſcem'd to triumph in my pain; "0 
I ſtrove to hate, but vaioly ſtrove: 'Þ « 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? I 


Curip miſtaker. | 
| _ 11 
a Alter goon. one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 

Cupid a-ſhooting went that way, £ 
New ſirung his bow, and fill'd his quirer : 
With {kil! he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew. 4 
| Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 
I ̃ be too well guided arrow flew. 

2 
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--- 
1 faint! 1 die! the goddeſs cry'd: 
D O cruel! cou dſt thou fad none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? parricide, 


Like Nero, thou haſt lain thy mother! 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 
indeed, mamma, 1 did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy the miſtake, 

I took you for your likeneſs Chloe. 


8 11 v4 % ALExX1 Ss. 
A LEXIS, how artleſs a lover! 

How baſhful and filly you grow 
u my eyes can you never diſcover 
| ee prcets LO Ry ao? 
II mean, &c. 


II. 
| When you pine and you whine out your paſſion, 
And only intreat for a kiſs ; 
1 To be coy and deny is the faſhion, . 
Alexis ſhould raviſh the bliſs. 
Alexis ſhould, &c. 
IJ III. 


4 la love, as in war, tis but reaſon 


To make ſome defence for the town: 
To ſurrender without it were treaſon, 
Before that the out works were won. 
Before that, &c. 

„ 


dy 
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IV. 

1 I frown, dais ju ip 
ru for honour aad modeſty's ſake 

He is but a pitiful lover 
Who is foil'd by a fingle attack. 
<< Who is, Ke. 


| V. 
But when we by force are o erpower d, 
The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield; 
I am not to be won by a coward, 
* Who hardly, &c. 


* 
Bere my fight, my tears, my dear, 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
Or, Jenny, I'm undone. 
Tou ſay, I'm fickle, and apt to change 
At every face that's new : 
Of all the girls 1 ever ſaw, 
Ine er lov'd one but you. 
My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Ti wm d by your bright exe: 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne er can die. 


CY 7 
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me take and try me, you ſhall find 
JT That I've a heart that's true; 

- Þ of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
Ine er lov'd one like you. 


The grateful Admirer. 
| ALSE tho' ſhe be to me and love, 
"| Il neer purſue revenge; 

rer till the charmer I approve, 
to I deplore her change. 
I u hours of bliſs we oft have met, 
T They could not always laſt; 
But tho' the preſent I regret, 
_ *T'm grateful, &c. 


CEliaandSABLING. 
| ; I. 
THRSIS, a young and am'rous ſwain, 
1 Saw two, the beauties of the plain, 
1 'Who both his heart ſubdue : 
Ie Celia's eyes were dazzling fair; 
* | fubina's eaſy ſhape and air, 
| With ſofter mukic drew. 
II. 
He nas the locam, he banana the grave, 
'1 | Lirez in a fond romance of love, ON 
And ſcems for each to die; 
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Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
Sabina Celia's ſhape ran down, 
And ſhe Sabina's eye. 
un. a= 
Thoſe eyes that love could only blind; 
So ſet the lover free. 
No more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 
Or, with a true love-knot or name, 
Engraves a wounded tree. 
IV. 

Ah Celia! fly Sabina cry'd, 
Tho neither love, we're both deny d, 
Poor girl! ſays Celia, ſay no more; 
That ſpite which broke his chains before, 

Would break the other's heart. 


| The fair Warning. 
VON Virgins love pleaſure, 
As Miſers do treaſure ; 
To heighten the meaſure ; 
Their hearts they will rifle 
For every new trifle, | 
And when in their teens 
Fall in love for a ſong; 


F | 1 | 
1 — 
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But ſoon as they marry, 

And find things miſcarry : 
Oh! how they figh | 

That they were not more wary. 


Anqd all their lives after 
"i 


D£4® colin, — 1 


How can I ſpeak without pain? 


My eyes have oft told you their wiſhes: 


Why can't you the meaning explain? 


Vu paffon wou'd loſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then pray don't expect a confeſſion 
Of hat is too tender to name. 
Ul. 
Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
How can you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhou'd be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhou'd be. 
IV. 


| | Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 


Q 4 
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I need not tell over and over 
What I in my boſom confine, 


Co rin Reph. 
; I. 
A man mult needs look like a fool; 
For me I wou'd not give a ſhilling 
= 3 + 4 
At leaſt you ſhou d wait for our offers, | 1 
Not ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 2: 1 
Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, * 
Tour fighs were all ſpent in the air. * 
You ſhou'd leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, 1 
And not tell the matter ſo plain; | 1 
Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, — _ 
And yours to aſſect a diſdain. +» Wi 
IV. } 
But you re in a terrible taking, 7 
By all the fond oglings I ſee ; = 
The fruit that can fall without ſhaking, '., ·1 
Indeed is too mellow for me. | 


The Country Laſs's Ambition. 
I. | | 


4 


War tho' they call me country laſs ? 
Lent pay ok 


[ 
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| That for a dutchefs 1 might paſs : 


Oh ! could I ſee the day l 


- Wou'd fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 


a is bright 


. ; 
* + 

\= 

* 


At rivals 1'll turn up my noſe ; 


With a ſtand by, clear the way. 

7 ef II. 
Surrounded by a crowd of beaus, 
With ſmart toupees, and powder'd clothes, 


Oh ! could I ſee the day! 
u dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
| Shall make ſome duke, or lord, my prize ; 
| And then, oh! how Ul] ryrannize, 

With a ſtand by, clear the way. 
Oh ! then for every new delight, 


| Quadrille, and balls, and plays, all night: 


li every thing ld have my will, 


Oh ! could 1 ſee the day! 
Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 4 
The tedious hours of life to kill, 


With a ſtand by, clear the way. 


1 — is ſid to he made is Honour of 


our Sovereign Lady Maar Yucen of Scory. 
4 | 
rn 
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. chan your Kgke, 
Ye are but officers of the ſkies ; 


What are ye when the moon doch iſ 
I. 

You violets that firſt appear, 

By your fine purple colour known, 

Taking poſſeſſion of the year, 

A s if the ſpring were all your own; 
What are you when the roſe is blown? 

nul. 

You charming birds that in the woods 
Do warble forth your lively lays, 

la ſofteſt notes; what is your praiſe, 

When Philomel her voice does raiſe ? 

| IV. 

You glancing jewels of the eaſt, 
Of glittering gems; what is your praiſe, 
Whea the bright diamond ſhews his rays ? . 

| V. | 

But, ah! poor light, gem, voice and ſmell, 
What are ye if my Maar ſhine ? 

Moon, diamond, flowers, and Philomel, 

Light, luſtre, ſcent, and muſic tine, 


2 . ” 
* 
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Thus when my miſtreſs you have ſeen 
In beauties of her face and mind, 


\ | Firſt, by deſcent, ſhe is a Queen; 


1 Judge then if ſhe benot divine, 
And glory of all womankind, 
Vit. | 

The roſe and lilly, the hale ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs ſpeed ; 


I The diamond darkens in the ring: 


When ſhe appears, the moon looks dead, 


There Gowans are gay. 
SS = 
There gowans are gay, 

1 They gar me wake when I ſhou'd ſleep, 8 
Il be firſt morning of May. 
II. 
About the fields as I did paſs, 

| There gowans are gay, 
1 i1chanc'd<o meet a proper laſs, 
| The firſt morning of May. 
| = * 

I halft her, ſyne to her I ſaid, 
The firſt morning of May. 
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O lady fair, what do you here ? Sole = 
There gowans are gay, . ; 

Gathering the dew, what need ye ſpeir ? | 

The firſt morning of May. 

| V. 

can that mean? 


The dew, quoth I, what 
There gowans are gay ; 
Quoth ſhe, to waſh my miſtreſs clean, 
The firſt morning of May. 
. _ VI. 
I aſked farder at her ſyne, 
There gowans are gay, | 
Gif to my will ſhe wad incline ? 
| The firſt morning of May. ; 
VI. 
Where gowans are gay, 
Her maidenhead on me to ware, 
The firſt morning of May. 
| VIII. 
Then like an arrow frac a bow, 1 
There gowans are gay, | 4 . 
She ſlcift away out o'er the know, | 1 
And left me in the garth my lane, 
There gowans are ga, 5. 2; 
And in my heart a twang of pain, 5 | 


MISCELEANY. 
. 1 
| The little birds they ſang full ſweet, 

| There gowans are gay; 


The firſt moraing of May. L n 


b XI. 
| nd chereckent 8 puli'd my me, 
' There gowans are gay, - 
Vatil it was the hour of prime, 
W 


| — p 
Panfand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May. 


Slighted Love ſair to bide. 
= | TI. 5 ; 
| ] Had bean. but now 1 heartleſs gae; 


I had a mind, but daily was oppreſt; 


I had a friend that's now become my fac ; 
I had a will that now has freedom loſt : 
What have I now ? 

. Naithing I trow, 
But grief where I had joy: 

What am I than? 
| A heartleſs man : 

I love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 

Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. 


- 


Where my true love remains the fitteſt place, 
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nl I | 
Where ſhall 1 gang to hide my weary face ? 
Where ſhall 1 find a place for my defence? 


Of all 1 
She is my heart 
Till 1 depart : 
Let her do what ſhe liſt, 
; I cannot mend, | 
But ſtill depend, 
And daily to inſiſt, 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve ; 
If not for love, let love my body ſtarve. 
III. 
o lady fair ! whom I do honour moſt, 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I have; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But ſtill in mind 1 pray thee to engrave, 
That 1 am true, 
And fall not rue 
Ane word that I have ſaid: 
I am your man, 
When all theſe plays are play'd. 


| Then ſave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 


Since man and goods are all at your command. 


MISCELLANY. 
The Invitation. 
k In . 
| C. love, let's walk by yonder ſpring, 
| i" Where we may bear the black - bird fing, 
The robin- red breaſt and the thruſh, . 


| And nightingale in thorny buſh, 
| The mavis ſweetly carroling; 


This to my love, this to my love, 
Content will bring. 
| II. 
At barley-breaks to ſport and play; 


1] Where we may fit us down, and ſee 


Fair beauty mixt, fair beauty mixt 
: With chaſtity. 

| 5 III. 

With mony pleaſant ſhady bowers, 

Are beautify'd with Phoebus” beams; 

Which ſteal out-thro' the trees for fear, . 
Barthes her there. 

| Iv. 

Thus way to ſport, and here to be 
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Delyting in this calour ſpring, 
Only to bathe herſelf therein, 
| Untill Addeon her eſpy d; 
Then to the thicket, then to the thicket 
| V 


And there by magic art ſhe wrought, 
And in her heart ſhe thus bethought 
With ſecret ſpeed away to flee, 
And he a hart was turn'd to be ; 
Becauſe he follow'd Diana's train, 

His life he loſt, his life he loſt, 
Her love to gain, 


Ca away Care, 
" 
(ARE away gae thou frac me, 
For I am no fit match for thee, 
Thou bereaves me of my wits, 
| - "Wherefore I hate thy frantic fits: 
* Therefore 1 will care no moir, 
| Since that in cares comes no reſtoir 3 
But I will ſing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt care away frae me. 
II. 
If I want. I care to get, 
The moir I have, the moir I fret; 
Love I much, I care for moir, 
The moir 1 have I think I'm poor: 


A aa =-x«=K r a> 4c. 


/ 
, 
10 
48 
h 
1 
I 1 


| MISCELLANY. 
| Thus grief and care my mind oppreſa, 

Nor wealth or wae gives no redreſs ; 

Therefore I'll care no moir in vain, 

Siace care has colt me meikle pain. 

| III. 

Is not this warld a ſliddry ball ? 
And thinks men ſtrange to catch a fall ? 
Does not the ſea baith ebb and flow ? 
And fortune's but a painted ſhow. 
Why ſhou'd men take care or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief ? 
| Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap, 
Ss - IV. | 

Well then, ay learn to knaw thyſelf, 
. | Whether thy 'ſtate be great or ſmall, 

{ Give thanks to God whate'er befall, 
ae fall thou than ay live at eaſe, 

No ſudden grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe ; 


Wen thou haſt caſt all care frac thee. 


The faireſt of her days. 
1. | 


YW Hor'er bebolds my Helen's face, 
And ſays not that good hap has ſhe; 
{ Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 

Vall think nane ever ſpake bur ſhe. 
Vor. II. | R ET. 


* 
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The ſhort way to reſound her praiſe, 
<< She is the faireſt of her days. 

| U. 
Who knows her wit, and not admires, 
| He maun be deem'd devoid of fkill : 

Her virtues kindle ſtrong deſires, 
in them that think upon her ſtill. 

© The ſhort way, 6c. 


i 


III. 
Her red is like unto the roſe 
Whaſe buds are opening to the ſun, 
Her comely colours to diſcloſe 
The firſt degree of ripeneſs won. 
The ſhort way, &c. 
| = A 
And with the red is mixt the whyte, 
Uke to the ſun or {air moon ſhine 
That does upon clear waters light, 
And makes the colour ſeem divine. 
The ſhort way to reſound her praiſe, 
_ © Shes the faireſt of her days. 


N. B. The fix foregoing ſongs I took out of a very old = 
Mss. Collection, wrote by a gentleman in 
deen. 


2 


"ey 1 
5 f.ord HENar and KATHARINE." 
1. | 
N ancient times, in Britain's iſle, 
Lord Henry well was known, 


Vor knight in all che land more fam'd, 


Or more deſerv'd renown ; 


. His thoughts on honour always run, 


He ne er cou'd bow to love, 


No aymph in all the land had charms 


His frozen heart to move. 
|, Np 


| Amoogſt the oymphs where Katharine came, 


The faireſt face ſhe ſhows, 


dhe was as bright as morning ſan, 


And ſweeter than a roſe : 


Although ſhe was of mean depree, , 


She daily conqueſts gains; 


For ne er a youth who her beheld, 
. Eſcap'd her powerful chains. 


But ſoon her eyes their luſtre loſt, 


Her cheek grew pale and wan, 
A pining ſeiz d her lovely form, 


And cures were all in vain: 


Tue ſickneſs was to all unknown 


That did the fair one waſte, 
Her time in ſighs and floods of tears, 
And broken ſlumbers paſt. 
R 2 


— 
26 THE TEA-TADLE' 


5 1 
Once in a dream ſhe cry'd aloud, 
Oh Henry, I'm undone ! 
Oh cruel fate ! oh wretched maid ! 
Thy love muſt ne'er be known 
Such is the fate of womankind, 
They muſt the truth conceal, 
I'll die ten thouſand thouſand deaths, 
Ere 1 my love reveal. 
\ V. 
A tender friend tliat watch'd the fair 
To Henry hy'd away. 2 
My lord, ſays ſhe, we've found the cauſe 
Of Katharine's quick decay, 
She in a dream the ſecret told, 
Till now no mortal knew : 
Alas! ſhe now expiring lies, 
And dies for love of you ! 
VI. 
| "The gen'rous Henry's ſoul was touch d, 
His heart began to flame, 
Ah, poor unhappy maid ! he cry'd, 
Yet 1 am not to blame. 
Ah Karth'rine ! too too modeſt maid, 
hy love 1 never knew; 
I'll eaſe your pain: and ſwiſt a8 wind 
To her bed · ſde he flew. 


MISCELLANY. 
z vl. - 
Awake! awake! he fondly cry'd, 
Awake! awake! my dear; 


Id only gueſs'd your love, | 


Lou ne'er had ſhed a tear: 

' 'Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 
Renew thy wonted charms; 
l come to ſave thee from deſpair, 
And take thee to my arms. 

VIII. 


Theſe words reviv'd the dying fair, 


| She rais'd her drooping head, 

| And gazing on the loag-lor'd youth, 
and hs neck ber arm te lng, 
In extaſy, and cried, 

Will you be kind? will you indeed? 
My love !---and ſo ſhe died. 


Te Milking - Pail. 
I, 
— Silva gods, 
When ſpring newly born herſelf does adora 
Come ſing in the praiſe, while flocks do graze | 
On yonder pleaſant vale, | 
R 3 


\ 
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Of thoſe that choſe to milk their ews, 
To carry the milking-pail. =_— 
. In | 


You poddeſs of the morn, 
And take the freſh air, whilſt linnets prepare 
| A conſort on each green thorn : 
The black-bird and thruſh, on every buſh, 
0 And the charming nightingale, | 
In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, I 
Io entertain the jolly train 
=: Of thoſe of the milkiog-pail. | 4 
| III. 
When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And flowers will ſpring no more, 
The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green. 
: With winter's all candicd o'er. 
See how the town laſs looks with her white face, 
| And her lips ſo deadly pale? 
But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 
W 16d * _ 
_— | 
8 Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 
With waſhes and paint her ſkin does ſo taint, 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 


\ 
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1 ſhe of commode puts on a cart load, | 
___” late her md 
| What joys are found in ruſhy ground, - 
Young, plump and round, nay ſweet and ſound, 
| Ofthoſe of the milking-pail? 
13 
You girls of Venus game, 
1 uſing feats, with cold and heats, 
an grow blind and lame : 
If men were ſo wiſe to value the prize 
285 Of the wares molt fit for ſale, 
What tore of beaus would daub their clothes, 
To ſave a noſe, dar aha 
Who carry the milking- pail ? 
VI 


The couatry lad is free Ing 

| From fears and jealouſie, 

- | Whilſt upon the green he is often ſeen 

wich kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her ſo treat, 

And ſwears ſhe Il never grow ſtale: 

But the London laſs, in every place, 

| With brazen face deſpiſes the grace 

| Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 

R 4 
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| Fu deſpiſe nor. 
1. 
Palas, deſpiſe not your tand. 
Beauty will fade, my charming maid, 
' Juſt as the lilly, My beautiful Philly 
_ begins ag, hboo uy. 19 
rant him the bleſing he longs to enjoy. | 3 
1 
ene ali at oth ma 
Who can behold her, and not be enſlav'd? 
Angel divine! wert thou but mine: | 
Pity my ſtory, 1 laugh ar all glory. 
Here I proteſt on thy dear breaſt, 
With thee in a cottage 1'd think myſelf bleſt. 


Drink bile ye can. 
1 
N 
r e eee 


# When once we've entred Charon's boat, 
Farewell to drinking, joys divine, 
There's not a drop to wet our throat, 
The grave's a cellar void of wine. 


4 | 
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I. 
E 
With what is done in Spain, 

But leave to them 


Who are ſupreme, - 


'1 To ſettle peace again: 
| Debating, prating, jumbling, grumbling 


Pays no nation's debt ; 
Tis time mult clear it, 
When it is on the fret. 
IT. 


Not buſineſs of the ſtate : 


This all we get, 
By meddling yet, 


| More troubles to create, 


Hi” pas clam'ring, . 
But diſturb the town; 


Such men of mettle, 
In a kettle, | 
| | uy 
If you the dangers knew | 


| Of thoſe that wear a crown, 


You'd ſcarce envy 
A ſtate ſo high, 
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Unſteady, giddy, boſy, dizzy, 
With the dazzling height; 
Yet daily ſtooping, 
Almoſt drooping 
Underneath the weight. 


IV. 
Their native freedom keep, 
| Who yet command, 
Wich crook in hand, 
Their faithful dog and ſheep: . 
Their leiſure, pleaſure, ſporting, courting, 
None but time deceive ; 
Flow'ry garlands weave. 


Complaint on Scorn, 

| WHY will Florella, when I gaze, 

My raviſh'd eyes reprove, 

And chide them from the only face 

 _ I can behold with love? 

To ſhun your ſcorn, and eaſe my care, 

Il ſeck a nymph more kind: 
And as I range from fair to fair, 

Still gentle uſage find, 


, 


* 
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1 = 

.þ But O] how faint is er ry joy, 

| Where nature has no part; 5 | 1 

| But you engage wy heart. 

$0 reſtleſs exiles, as they roam, 

Meet pity ev'ry where; 

Yer langviſh for their native home, 
Tho' death attends them there. 


'Love or Wine. 
I. 
I Fill denies me relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in wine; 
Tho' ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
| At my mirth why ſhould ſhe repine ? 
At my mirth, &c. 
u. 
{| The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 
| All the cares my dull grief has in ſtore: | * 
My reaſon 1 Joſt when 1 lov'd, 
And by drinking what can I do more? 
* And by drinking, &c. 
, | III. 
Wou'd Phillis but pity my pain, | 
- Or my am'rous vows wou'd approve, 
be juice of the grape Id diſdain, 
And be druck with nothing but love. 
1 Kc. 


T 
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Twenty one favourite SONGS, in the BzxGcGar® q 


OrEzRA. 


SONG I. 
Tune, An old Woman cloth d in Grey. &c. 
1 ne IS <A, 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother : 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wiſe, 
All profeſhons be-rogue one another ; 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


. 
Tune, The bonny grey - ey d morn, &c. 
Ts woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts : 


Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts: 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty mult be fee'd into our arms. 


SONG in. 
Tune, Why is your faithful fave diſdain d 
JF love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple maid 


4 am 4 .4 ws i. ws 


C 
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4 Sal plays about the flame ! 
i ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honour's fing'd, and then for life , 
She's what I dare not name. 


SONG IV. 
W 2 Tune, Of all the fimple things we do, &c, 
A Maid is like a golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe worth is never known, before 
| ttis try'd, and impreſt in the mint, 
1 | A wiſe's like a guinea in gold, . 
| Now here, now there; „ 
And is current in every houſe. » 


| SONG N. 
Tune, Wat ſhell 1 do to ſhow bow much Toe: 
-. + 
Y/ irgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
: Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
ear it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
But when once pluck d, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent Garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet,) | 
Nota, ſtinks, and dies, and is trode under feet. 


% 
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* | SONG NM. 
3 Tone, Gb London i @ fine town, 
A "NUR Polly is a ſad ſlutl nor beeds what we taught het, 
For ſhe mult have both hoods and gowns, e 
Aud hoops to ſwell her pride, 
3 And wheb ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, 

As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, 

She flings herſelf away. 
Our Polly is a ſad ſlut, &c. 


* 


- SONG VII. 
Tope, Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 
(a love be controul d by advice? 
3 Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 5 
. Though my heart were as frozen as ice, ; 
3 At his flame *rwou'd have melted away, 1 
| When he kiſs'd me ſo cloſely be preſt, | 
x Tus ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply d: | 
Sol thoughtit both ſafeſt and beſt, | 
To marry for fear you hon d chide. 
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SONG vin. 
Tune, A Soldier and 4 Sailor. 
| A Fox may ſteal your bens, fir, „ 
ba A whore your health and pence, ſir, 
Your daughter rob your cheſt, ſir, 


'} Your wife may ſteal your reſt, fir, 


1 When on my charmer's breaſt repos d. 


A tief your goods and plate. 
But this is all bur picking, 
Wich rel, pence, cheſt, and chicken; 
{| Iteever was decreed, fir, : 
If lawyer's hand is feed, fir, 


SONG IX. 

Tune, Over the Hills and far away. 

1 WIE 1aid on Greenland's coaſt, | 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs ; 

Warm amidft eternal froſt, 

Too ſoon the half year's nights would paſs. 

Were I ſold on Indian ſoil, 

Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 

I could mock the ſultry toil, 


1. And 1 would love you all the day, 
| Every night would kiſs and play, 


' | If with me you'd fondly ſtray, 
'$ Over the hills and far away. 


& U 
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SONG Xx. 
55 Tune, O the Broom, &c. 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, 
Wich Gghs reſigns it by degrees, 
| And fears tis gone for aye. I 
The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown, = 
The bird in filence eyes; | 
But ſoon as out of ſight tis gone, 


SONG XI. 
Tune, Cotillon. 
Y OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 1 
Love is then our duty, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, | 
Wdile we my, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis d in decay; 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. «fg 
Let us drink and ſport to day, 
Ours is not to morrow, 
Love with youth flies ſwift to day, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 


„„ . 
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Dance and ſing, 
| Time's on the wing, ; 
{ Life never knows the return of ſpring, 


Chorus. Let us drink, c. 


SONG XII. 

1 Tune, her once I lay with another Man's Wife. 
0 1 * gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
b If they meddle, your all is in danger; 
| Like gypſics, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 

| Your pockers they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
| And give your eſtate to a ftranger. 


 $ONG XII. 

Tune, Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no harm, &c. 
MN may eſcape from rope or gun, 
; * Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the doQtor's pill; 
I Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 

1] That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 
{I The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
he that taſtes woman, wor an, woman, 


SONG XIV. 
Tune, The Sun had loos'd his weary Teams, &c. 
THE firſt time at the looking-glaſs 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
Þ The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs, 
Wich ſelf-love ever after. 
Vol. II. 8 ® 
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Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks every charm grows ſtronger : 

But, alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are not younger. | 


SONG xv. 
Tote, How happy are abe, e. 


WEN you cenfare the age, 


Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould be : 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
is pat to all the tribe, 


was levell'd at me. 


. 


SONG XVI. 
2 Tune, London Ladies. 
JF you at an office ſollicite your due, 
And would not have matters neglefied; 

You mult quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 

To what his duty directed. ; 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
That reaſon with all is prevailing, 
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SONG xvi 
Tone, Packinton's Pound. 


ITws gametes nid in eg ne found, 
/ Tho' they know that their induſtry all is a cheat, 

They flock to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 

And join to promote one another's decent ; | 

But if by miſhap, 

They fail of a chap, 

To keep in their hands, they each otbef entrap : 

Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 

They bite their companions, and prey en their friends. 


I 


SONG XU. 
Tune, Lilliballere. 


| 'P 88 modes of the court fo common are grown 
Masman 
| Friendſhip for imereſt is but a loan, | 
2 Which they let out for what they can get. 
: Ties true you find, 
Some friends ſo kind, | 
Who will Fre you good counſel themſelves to defend. | 
 Inforrowfal ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſbift yon for money, from friend to friend. 
SY 


— 
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$ONG XIX. 


e 

Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey, | 
Though we have felt the hook, agen \ 
J We bite and they betray. "£-: 
To her he flies, again he's clapt Anc 


/ 


SEE 


SONG XX | 
Tune, A Cobler there was, &c. 
UR ſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 

When matters require it, mult give up our gang 
And good reaſon why, 
Or, inſtead of the fry, 
Ein Peachum and I, a7 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, hang; 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang. 


0 


ht 


We 


s ONO XXL . 

2 Tune, Green Sleeves. 1 
| QINCE laws were made for ex'ry degree, 

To curb vice in others, as well as me, Tt 

I wonder we han't better company, I. 

Upon Tyburn tree ee 


uud if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
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Upon Tybura tree! 


Anvzo and bis cutty Gun, 
* f 


— 


vs. 


Blyth was ſhe but and ben; 
And well ſhe loo'd a Hawick gill, £1 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing-free 


nut, cunning carling that ſhe was, 


She gart me birle my bawbie, 
| 1 


We loo'd the liquor well enough; 


But waes my heart my caſh was done, 
that I had quench'd my drowth, 


| Jiftarted, to heeze up our hope, 


r 


ie ain hv her kb re. 


„„er 


| They gar the ſeucs gae glibber dows. 
| S 3 
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We ca'd the bicker aft about; 
Till dawning we ne er jee d aur bun, 
And ay che cleaneſt drinker out, 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. 

IV. 

Ain ee | 5 
And as I in his oxter ſat, | 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 

And many a ſappy kiſs 1 gat. 
1 hae been eaſt, 1 hae been weſt, 

I hae been far ayont the ſun; 
But the blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


Sailors * 


Howie are ve. . 5 
: Now the wind is abaft; 

And the boſſon he pipes, 

Hawl both our meets aft. 


Steady, ſteady, fays the maſter, GS. 


It blows a freſh gale; 
We'll ſoon reach our port, boys, 
If the wind does not fail. 
Then drink about, Tom, 
Altho' the ſhip roll; 5 0 
Then drink about, Tom, . 
Akbo' the ſhip roll: = 1 


& was ww tad _vY 


#6. 6 A © «a —- 
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1 We'll ſave our rich liquor, 
| © We'll fave, &c. 
By ſlinging our bowl. 


| # hudied vibe dtc. 
Lr , dance, joke and rejoice, 
With claret, canary, theorboe and voice ; 
The changeable world to our joys is unjuſt, 
And all pleaſures ended when we are in duſt. | 
In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare hours and our pence, 
For we ſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence. 
Il. 
1 The butterfly courtier, that pageant of ſtate, 
That mouſe-trap of honour, and may-game of fate ; 
I For all his ambition, his freaks and his tricks, 
ne muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx: 
His plot againſt death's but a flender pretence, 


| | Who'd take his place from him 4 hundred years bene! 


| lt. 

| The beautiful bride, who with garlands is crown'd, 
{| And kills with each glance as ſhe treads on the ground; 

A if nona were fit but the ſtars to attend her; 

Altho' ſhe is pleaſant, and ſweet to the ſenſe, 
KK 

| IV. 

| The right-hearted ſoldier, who's a ſtranger toſear, 

Calls up all his ſpirits when danger is near; , | 

1 8 
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He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
Ard hardily thinks it will ever remain; 

But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 
To flouriſh his ſtandard a hundred years hence. 
v. 

f be merchant who ventures his all on the main,, 

He buzzes and bultles like a bee in the ſpring, 

Yet knows not what harveſt the autumn will bring ; 

| Tho! fortune's great queen ſhould load him with pence, 

He'll ne'er reach the market a hundred years hence. 
VI. 


The rich bling lawyer, who, by fol wrangling 


ſtrife, 
Oran eee ea bb; 
A ſuit which the client does wear out in ſlavery, 
Whilſt the pleader makes conſcience a cloak for his 
wwe; 
The' he boaſts of his cucaing, and brags of his feule, 
. He'll be vn e inventus a hundred years hence. 
VII. 


mise whe, his fare wo enlarge, 


Kills people by licence, .and at their own charge; 

By the dregs of a piſs-pot, and the ruins of health : 
By the treaſures of health he pretends to diſpenſe, 
He'll be turn d into mumwy a hundred years hence. 


mm JOSE, 
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But ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty; 
Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, 
The year of one thouſand eight hundred and three : 
He mult change all his houſes, his lands-and his rents, 
For a worm-eaten coffin a hundred years hence. 
ro knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 
ret expects that his bleſſing be receiv'd as a favour. 
| Tho' he talks of the ſpirit, and bewilders our ſenſe, 
. | Knows not what will come of him a hundred years 


The poet himſelf, who ſo lofiily fings, 
ud ſcorns any ſubje& but heroes or kings, 
| Muſt to the capricio of fortune ſubmit ; 

Which will make a fool of him in ſpite of his wit. 

- Þ Muſt all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 

Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in feary, + 
converting our joys into ſighs and to tears? 
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Since pleaſures abound, let in ever be taſting, =..- 
And to drive away ſorrow while vigour is laſting, _ 
We'll iſs the briſk damſcls, that we may from then | 
Have brats to ſucceed us a hundred years hence. 

XII. 

The truc-hearted maſon, who afts on the ſquare, 
Whilſt honour and conſcience approve all his deeds, 
As virtue and prudence direQts he proceeds, 

With friendſhip and love, diſcretion and ſevſe, 
Leaves a pattern for brothers a hundred years hence, 


1s Fa the pe Laddie, In 

Titi fue tor gol hat gun 
They fang fac ſweet, and fac very compleat, _ 

That down came the fair lady. e 

; " 

And a' her maids before her; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well-far'd face, 

They cooſt the glammer o'er her. E 

Ul. e 

Aud bring to me a plaidie, 

For if kith and kin and a' had ſworn, 
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"3 | 
en I lay in a well · made bed, 
And my good lord belide me ; 
is night I'll ty in a tenant's bara, 
3 becile me. 
| | v. 
Come to your bed, ſays Johny Faz, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary 
4 For I vow and 1 ſwear by the hilt of my ſword. 


That your lard mall ane mair come near ye. 


I go to bed to my Johny Faa, 
tu goto bed to my deary; | 
| For 1 vow and ſwear by what paſt yeſtreen, 


vn. 
[ll mak a hap to my Jchay Fas, 


And I'll mak a hap to my deary, 
j And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 


And when our lord came hame at een, 

| And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, - 

. The tane ſhe cry'd, and the other reply'd, 
She's away with the gyplic laddie. 

Lune ſaddle to me the black black ſteed, 

| Gar {addle and make him ready; | 


* 
\ EY 
3 | 
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| Before that I ther eat or ſleep, - 

I'll gae ſeek my fair lady. + 
Altho' we were nae bonny ; 
And we were a put down for ane, 


Old Cui on. 


. 
I tell thee, — what the fates 
will is : 
You, my boy, mult go 
(The gods will have it ſo) 
To the ſiege of Troy; 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
—— aa. 
— II. 
r 
But all the while you ly before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry; 
You'll ne er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 


Battle and Friend, 
GUN up all the ickghns 

' This world does produce, 
Now chiefly in uſe, 
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You'll find, if compar'd, © 


There's none can contend 
With the ſolid enjoyments 
Of a bottle and friend. 
| 1 II. 
For honour, for wealth, 
For beauty may waſte; 


And rarely do laſt; 
They're ſo hard to attain, 
And ſo eaſily loſt, . 
That the pleaſure ne'er anſwers 
* 1 
None but wine and true friendſhip 
Are laſting and ſure, 
From jealouſy free, 
And from envy ſecure; 


| Then fill all the glaſſes 


Until they run o'er, 


A friend and good wine 


Are the charms we adore. 


Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


Tune, Tellow-hair'd Laddie. 


I. 


1 


I went to the fair, 
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My ydllow-hair'd laddic 
Was felling his ware; 
He gied me fic a blyth blink 
Wi his boany black eye, 
And a dear blink, and a fair blink 
It was unto. me. | 
_ 
1 wiſt not what ail'd me 
When my laddie came in, 
The little wee ſtarnics 
Flew ay frac my een; 
And the ſweat it dropt down 
2nd my heart play'day * 
— —— 


: ela 
When 1 went to my bed, 
I toſſed and tumbled, 
Now its ſleeping and waking 
He is ay in my eye, 
And my heart play'd ay 


& Ro SWA ad DOI Tr. 
A 5 Polly was milking of the cows, A” 
Tong Rog came wiping ar th pin. 
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| My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, 

For it is your company that I do lack, 

Or elſe my poor heart will burſt in twain. 

1 winna come back, nor 1 canna come back ; 

1 wonot, 1 cannot; no, no, not I: 

And if 'tis my company that you do lack, 

Ion may lack it until the laſt day you die. 

| Oh! do you not mind the curds and cream, 
And many a bottle of good March beer ? 
When you was going along with, your team ? 
But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, dd. 


The Invocation. 
| TE 
YE powers that o'er mankind preſide, 
| And pity haman woes, 
My ſteps to ſome retirement guide, 
That no diſturbance knows. 
Ye powers, &c. 


5 | II. 
| There let my ſoul forget her pain, 
Reſtor d to bleſsful peace again; 
I Nor e er relign the calm retreat, 
. To feel the ſorrows of the great, 
|} © To feel che ſorrows of the great. 
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The Virgin's Choice. 'I 
cs _—_— * L 
Virgins, if cer at laſt it prove | 1 
My deſtiny to be in love, 
Pray wiſh me this good fate: 
May wit and prudence be my guide, | 
My actions regulate. 
= woo 434: 340k 33d H 
If &'er I an amour commence, ; 
May it be with a man of ſenſe; 
And learned education; " 
May all bis courtſhip eaſy be, 
4.4 111. 


May his eſtate be like to mine, 
That nothing look like a deſign 
To bring us into ſorrow. .. 
Grant me but this that I have ſaid, 
And willingly Il live a maid 
No longer than to-morrow. 


= © 


| + 

Still bet the Man. 

| | 1. | | 

War woman cou d do, I have try d to be free, 
Tet do all 1 can, Pe 


* 
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I bnd 1 love him, and tho' he flies me, 

Still, till, he's the man. 
They tel! me at once, he to twenty will ſwear : 
wen vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſhood can fear ? 
b1 So when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still—ſtill he's the man. 
II. 
| 1 caught him once making love to a maid, 

When to him I ran, 5 
He turn d, and he kiſs d me, then who cou d opbraid 
| So civil a man? | 6 | 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; © 
: So let me do what I can, 

 Still-—{lill he's the man, 

ur. 
I All the world bids me beware of his art: 
I do what I can; 


ut he has taken ſuch hold of my hear t, 


I doubt he's the man ! 
$6 ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
| He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than they can? 
He —ſſtill is the man. 


An old Catch. 
Now God be vi old Symon, . 

For he made cans to many a one, 
Vor. II. ä T pa 
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And a good old man'was he; 
And he cou'd tipple of &v'ry can; 
| And thus he ſaid to me: 

To whom drink you, Sir knave, 
Turn the timber like the lave ; 

Ho! jolly Jenkin, 

I ſpy a knave in drinking; 


The Cobler's Merits. 

Tune, Charming Sally. 

QF al! the trades from eaſt to welt, 

Is like in time to prove the beſt, 
Which every day is mending. 

The ſoals of all his neighbours, 

Nor is unmindful of his end, 

But to his laſt he labours. 


Tune, Come let us prepare. 

1 18 

TFT manters of ſtate, 

1 Diſquiet the great, 

The cobler has nought to perplex him; 
8 


5 
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Has nought but his wiſe 7M 
To ruffle his life, 
And her he can ſtrap, if ſhe vex him. 


II. 
He's out of the pow'r 
1 Of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low as can be, ſhe has thruſt him; 
From duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo poor, 
| There's none to be found that will truſt him. 


The bonourable Support. 
| By tricks and diſguiſe, 
{| - Byflanecryandlis, 
To power and grandeur riſe. 
| Like heroes of old, 
Ve ſtill greatly bold; 
Let the ſword your cauſe ſupport; 
Never learn to fawn, | 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawa 


* » 
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Tone, My deary, if thou die. 
Pra the new-fallen ſnow appears 
The ſpotleſs virgin's fame, 

Unſully'd white her boſom bears 

As fair her form and fame; 
But when ſhe's ſoil'd, ber luſtre greets 
The admiring eye no more; 
She ſinks to mud, defiles the ftreets, 
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* The worth of Wine. 


Tune, Let's be jovial. 
I. 


| oF wins that clears —— 
Makes men learn'd withoutten books; 
| | It fs the general for commanding, 
* With a fa, la, la, la, &. 
II. 


Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
1  Heightens beauties of the fair; 3 
I Truth from falſhood it diſcovers, ; 1 
OQuickens joys, and conquers care. 
« With a fa, la, la, la, &e. | 
1 III. 
2 Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things; 
When rais d by Bacchus we aſpire 
At flights above the reach of kings. 
* With a fa, la, la, la, &. 
| Bring in bonny maguums plenty, —— 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd; | 
None io flinch till they be empty, 
Aud full fifty toaſts gone round. 
| WI GIS | 
I. "0 
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Woman compar'd to Ching. 

Tune, Piat, and Lilkes. 

* { L . 
A Woman's ware, like china, 

: Now cheap, now dear is bought ; 


| When whole, though worth a guinea, 
| When broke's not worth-a groat ; 


They coured a vidow was boany and brown, 
ver they left ber uadooe. 
| Il. 
* 
Slo men of London; 
| Yet the widow was never the near, 
| For fill they left ber undone. 
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4 W. 
They went to work without their tools, 

1 Slow men of Lenden z 

The widow ſhe ſent them away like fools, 
| Becauſe they left her undone, 

(| IV. 

| Blow ye winds, and come down rain, 
Slow men of London; 

They never ſhall woo this widow again, 


Follow your Leaders. 

Te the foregoing Tune 

—_— —_ ; 

(| — had ther grain chock: 
How got they treaſure ? 


| The more in debt, run in debt the more, 


' Careleſs who is undone; 
i Morals and honeſty leave the poor, 
As they do at London. 


The Pimp and Politician Parallels. 


295 
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With a tongue well tipt with lies ; 
And with a heart that's all diſguiſe 
Seducing as the devil, 

They play the tempters part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
Firſt corrupts and then connives, 3 
And by his neighbour's vices thrives, 

*For they are all his own. 


I 
4 
Y 
q 
| 7 
= 


PHILANDER ard Amon * *. 
; | 'V 
JI HEN gay Philander fell a prize | 
To Amoreta's conquering eyes, 
He took his pipe, be ſought the plain, 
Regardleſs of his growing pain; ag 
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His pipe again the ſhepherd try'd, 
And warbling nightingales reply d; 
Their ſounds in rival meafures move, 
And meeting echoes charm the grove : 
| His thoughts that row d again repeat, 


| * The voice of Amoret is ſweet, 


IV. 
The thoughts of Amoret renew, 
From flow'ry lawn and ſhady green 
To proſpect gloomy change the ſcene : 
Sad change for him! for ſighing there, 
He thought of lovers in deſpair. | 
| V. 
Convinc'd, the ſad Philander cries, 42k 
For love its fatal empire gains; 
Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 
Theſe lines the nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Philander's lays are ſweet. 


%f 


The Wir andthe Be av. 

Tune, Bright Aurelia. | 

His perſon to adorn, ; 

. k ' 

Ia Sylri's love be might find place, 
And wonder'd at her ſcorn, 


Men en files he adn par, | 

— But oh! "twas all in rain; 

— FFP ay uy 
Had talk d himſelf into her heart, 
— | 


— Soph pot 
Aud urg d her to admire; 


His Love alone the other dreſa d, 

As verſe or proſe became it beſt, 

And mor'd her feſt defre. 
IV. 


This found, his courthip Sgrephon ends, | 


Or makes it to hin glals; 

There in himſelf now ſeeks amends, 
 Conninc'd, that where a Vit pretends | 
2 


Ta, Tllw an. 


Hr. my kitten, 2 
ö Hey! wy kitten, a deary ; 
Such a ſect pett as this 
Is neither far nor neary: 


Here we go up, up, up; 


2 ren TRAIL E 


MISCELLANY. 


Here we ga down, down, downy ; 
Here we go backwaids and forwards, 
. 


Chicky, cockow, any on; 
See, ſee, fic a downy z 
Gallop a tot, tro, trot, 
And hey for Dublin towuy. 
maenner 
Shoe, ſhoe, ſhoe the wild cole, 


— . 


| . 
Where was a ſugar and ſpicy ; 

Huſh a baba in a cradle, 

And we'll go abroad in a tricy, | 

Did - a papa torment it ? ad 

Did-e vex his own baby? did-e ? 


| Huſh a babain a boke; 


| Take ous own fucky: did-e? 
; 1. 
Goodmorrow, a pudding is broke; 
Savers a thread o' cryſtal, | 
Now the ſweet poſſet comes up; 
Who ſaid my child was piſe d. all: 


* 
A 
* 

. 
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Leave off, or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you; 
Come, gie me your hand, and I'll beat him: 
08 tac td | ; 
V. — 
Where was a laugh and a craw? | 
Where was, was, was a gigling honey ? 1 
Goody, good child ſhall be fed, | 4 
But naughty child ſhall get nony. 
Get ye gone raw · bead and bloody-bones, 
Here is a child that won't fear ye. * 
Come, pilly, pilly, - | * 


4 SER 


(90D people, dow nx, 
1 A tory yes hear, 

A ſtory both pleaſant and true; 
Which happened of late, 
And's not out'of date; 
| TI am going to tell it to you. 
II. 


It was an old cobler, | 

Wha ſoal'd ſhoes at Dubler, 
AIDE Energy ; 
- As dearas his life, 

When drunk be lor d for to parley. | 


MISGELLANY. - 
This cobler, they ſay, 
Being drunk on a day, | 
| His wife ſhe did murmur and chat; 
This cobler, they fay, 
Did thraſh her that dax, 
And cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at? 
Iv. 


| : He had a magpye | 
| That was very fly, 


And uſed for to murmur and chat; 


Who ſoon got the tone, 
Of, what a pox wad ye be at? 
ME v. 


| . 

He into a meeting - houſe gat; 
And as the old parſon 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at? 

VI. 

The parſon ſurpris'd, 
Did lift up his eyes: 


Now help un. pray, Father, in need; 


+ For Satan I fear 
Does viſit us here; 


80 help us, pray, Father, with ſpeed. 


THE TEA TAK 


Flew over his hend. 
And cry'd, —— 


— 

Five yards at a leap, 

From bis pulpit quite down to the floor; 

And left every ſaint, 

Quite ready to faint, 
IX. 


And ſome without hoods, 
Then out of the mecting-houſe gat; 
And Magie happ'd after, 
Wich cauſed much laughter, 
Crying, what a pox wadye be at ? 
| _— 

Then a ſanctify d foul, 
Who thought to controul, 
Lock d Magie quite full in the face, 
Ton thus to appear 
In this our ſanctif/ d place? 


MISCELLANY. 
X1. 
But Magie he pranc'd, 
He fkipt and he danc'd, 
1] Andall the way long, 
e kept up his ſong, 
Of a, what a pox wad ye be at. 


Lore me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 
When this excuſe is gone, 
{| That all my bleſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone. 
The god of wine the victory 
To beauty yields with joy 


| For Bacchus only drinks like me, 


When Ariadne's coy. 


Vf bars woke proving 
Of either Whig or Tory; 
But each agrees 

To live at caſe, 


e or tell a ſtory. 
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| no asus. 
« Fill to him to the brim: 
i Let it round the table roll z 
** Chears the body and the ſoul, 
| = 
We will be men of pleaſure, 
Delpiling pride or party; 
Preſcribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty. 
« Fill to him, Kc. 


3 
If any are ſo fooliſh, 
To whine for courtiers favour, 


we l bind him ober, 
Io drink no more 
Till he has a better ſavour. 
Fill to him, &c. 


. V. ; 
che world is all in darkneſs; 
About us they conjecture ; 


I 


11 


| MISCELLANY. 
= But little think 

| | 4 ſong in drink 
Succeeds the maſon's lecture. 
Fill to him, &c. 


8 VI. » 
And in the corner place it; | 

| Till it rebound 

With hollow ſound 

Fill to him, &c. 


Thc frugal Maid. 
23 | 
] am Poor maiden forſaken, 
Let I bear a contented mind; 
lam a poor maiden forſakens g/ 
' Yet I'll find another more kind: 
Tor altho' I be forſaken, 
= Ter this I woukd have you to know, 
rnb 
„ 
II. 
I Town chat once 1 lor'd him, 
But his ſcorn I could never endure; 
| Nor yet to that beight of perfection, 
1 For his flights to Jore him the more. 
* WF 
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I own he was very engaging, 
Yet this I would have you to know, 

| I ne'er was ſo ill provided, 

But I'd two r three ſtrings to my bow. 

III. 

Ye maidens who hear of my dirty, 

_ * And are unto loving inclin'd, 

Mens minds they are ſubject to changing, 
And wavering like the wind. 

Each object creates a new fancy: 
Then this I would have you to do; 
Be eaſy and free, and take pattern by me, 

Aud keep two r three ſtrings to your bow. 


DANO“ Picture of CEL 1A. 
Tune, Down the burn, Davie. 
ASSIST your vor'ry, friendly nine, 
« Inſpire becoming lays; | 
Cauſe Celia's matchleſs beauty ſhine, 
Till heaven and earth ſhall blaze. 
She's pleaſant as returning light, 
| Sweet as the morning ray, 
When Phoebus quells the ſhades of night, 
CN I CUENNg: 
II. 
Her graceful forchead's wondrous fair, 
As pureſt air ſerene; Fs 
\No gloomy paſo riſing there, 
O'ercaſt the peaceful ſcene : 
| | 2 


> 


| MISCELLANY. 
| Her ſinall bright eye-brows finely bend. 

Tranſport darts from her eyes ; 

The ſparkling diamond they tranſcend, = 

Or ſtars which gem the ſkies. 

III. 
A riſing bluſh of heavenly dy 
O'er her fair cheek ſtill glows; 
Her ſhining locks in ringlets ly, 

Well ſhap'd and ſiz d her noſe ; 
Her ſmiling lips are lovely red, 

Like roſes newly blown; 
 Heriv'ry teeth (for moſt part hid) 
You'd wiſh for ever ſhown, 

Iv. 

Her ſnowy neck and breaſts like glaſs, 
Dr poliſh'd marble ſmooth, | 
That nymph's in beauty far ſurpaſs 
' Who fir'd the Trojan youth; 

Her ſlender waiſt, white arm and hand, 
| Juſt ſymmetry does grace: 

| What's hid from theſe (if you demand) 
2 


1 
Reigns in this comely frame, 
With decent eaſe acts unconfin'd, 

U 2 


n 


E 
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Minerva or Diana's ſtate, 
| With venus ſoftneſs join d, 
Proclaim her goddeſa, meant by fate, 
Love's rightful queen deſign'd. 
Ny "Wks. 
Good gods! what raptures fire my ſoul ! 
When tender glances art controul, 
And love ſuppreſs'd impart. 
Propitious pow'rs, make Celia mine; 
Complete my dawning bleſs ; 
At monarch's pomp Il not repine, 
Nor grudge their happineſs. | 


The new Light. 
8 | I. | 
(ELIA, now wy heart hath broke 
FI The bond of your ungentle yoke, 
' Difſoly'd the fetter of that chain 
By which 1 ſtrove ſo long in vain : 
| My l be lighted if I e'er 
Am caught again within your ſnare, 
Am caught, &c. 


II. 


In vain you ſpread your treach rous net, * 


In vain your wily ſnares are ſet; 
The bird can now your arts eſpy. 
And, arm'd with caution, from them fly : 


& G« © a0 * a£ 
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Some heedlcſs ſwain your prey may be, 
But faith you're too well known to me, 
* But faith, Sc. 
4 III. 
The treach'rous follies of your eyes, 
And with contempt can ſit and hear 
Lou prattle nonſenſe half a year, 
And go away as little mov d, 
As you was lately when I lov d, 
| © 4s you was, c. 
[| 5 w. 
I wonder what the plague it was 
Made me ſuch a ſtupid aſs, 
To fancy ſuch a noble grace 
Where now I nothing more can find 
Than what 1 ſee in all your kind, 


| V. 

Thus when the drowſy god of ſleep, 
Upon our wearied fancies creep. 
some hcadleſs piece of image riſe, 
By fancies form'd delude our eyes; 

But ſoon as e er the god of day 
Appears, they faint and die away, 
* Appears, they, &c. 

U3 
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The Fichle fix'd. 
- 
IMEY fore was fichle once and 
| —— 
From beauty ſtill to beauty ranging, 
3 


wn es 

An eye that gave the fatal froke, . 
Till by her wit Corinna ſav'd me, 

And all my ſormer fetters broke. 
For Belvidera 1 endure; 
Hourly 1 figh, and hourly languiſh : 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure. 

IV. 

For here the falſe unconſtant lover, 

After a thouſand beauties ſhown, 
Does new ſurpriſing charms diſcover, 
And finds variety in one. 


THE END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME. 


EXPLANATION 
oF THE 


$COTS WORDS. 


Bannocks, oat-bread not 
4 baked on the gridiron. 
| Baya, cone roll bread. 


EXPLANATION OF 


 Bodin, fored. 
Bot or But, without. 


1 


| Canker'd, angry. 


Canny, cautions, lucty. 
Carlings, old women. Id. 
| boil d peaſe. 

Cauler, cool, freſh. 
Cawk, chalk. 


Clag, failing or imperſec- 
tion. 
Clat, @ rale. 
Claiths, cloaths. 
_ Claſhes, title rattle. 
Clock, a beetle. 
Brack, broken parts or re- Cockernony, the hair bound 
$9 ING 2 | 
Brow, the forehead. Cod, a pillow. 
Bruik, to love or enjoy, Coft, bought. 

Vught, Heep. fold. Cogg, a wooden 455. 
Burn, à rivulct. Coots, joint ide auch. 
Buſk, to deck. Courchea or Curtchea, 2 
Bur and ben, be out and be handkerchief. 

in. Crack, 10 boaſt. 
Byer, @ cow-houſe. 
| a 
88 call. d. 
Cadgie, chearful, Crouſe, briſk, bold. 
. Caf, calf. Id. chaf. Crowdy-mowdy, 4 ſort of 
Canna, cannot. gruel. 


— 


THE SCOTS WORDS. 


Crammy, 4 cow's name. Eild, age. 
] Cunzie, coin. Eith, eaſy. 
4 _ Elding, /ewel. 
Dor. ah, awanto- Eem, couſin. 
| neſs, © Ettle, aim. 


Dight, to wipe. F“. „ | 

Dinna, do not. Fadge, @ coarſe fort 
| of rull-bread. © 

Fae, foe. 

Fand, found. 
Fangle, Newfangle, fond 
of what's new. 

Farles, thin oat-cakes. 
Faſh, trouble. 

Fauſe, falſe. 

Faut, fault. 
Fee, wages, 

Fendy, active, induſtrious. 
Fenzie, /cign. 

Dulce nd tangle, fea: Fey, attended by a fatali- 
1 plants. ty. 


1 _ . Flee, fy. 


Flouks, flounders. 
E582. = Flyte, to ſcold. 
Een, eyes, Fog, moſs. 


EXPLANATION or 


\ 


Fore, to the fore, in being Gleed, ſquinting.. 


odr laſting. 
Fouth, plenty. 


Frae, rom. 


Glen, 4 hollow between 


bills. 
Gloyd, an old horſe. 


Fraiſing, babling with a Glowr, to flare. 


fooliſh wonder. 
Fou, or fu', full. 
. 
Gn the mouth. 


Gowk, the cuckow, ls 3 


fool. 
Gowping, handful. 
Graip, #o grope. Id. @ tri- 


Gabocks, large month- dent fork for dung. 


full. 


Graith, accoutrements. 


Geberluazie, s weller ther Grots, M cate. 
hangs on the fide ar loin. Gutcher, front father. 


| Gae, gave, Id. go. 
_ Gane, gone. 
Gar, make or cauſe. 
Gawſy, Jolly, large. 
Gate, iuay. 
Gan, going. 
Gawd, gall d. Id. goad. 
Gawky, empty, fooliſh. 
Gawat, fo yawn. 


Geck, to flout and jeer. | 


Genty, ſmall and neat. 
Glaive, word. 


Glakit, idle and rompiſb. 


Glee, . 


H. 
H“ 4. | 
Hlae, have. 
Haf, half. 
Hagies, @ boil d pudding 


made of a ſheep's pluck 


minc'd, with ſewet. 
Halucket, light-beaged, 
ewhimfical. 
Hale, whoel:. 
Haly, holj. 
Hame, home, 


about the neck of a cart- 
borſe, 


n 
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I. plowſe, embrace. Kail, coleworts. Id. broth 
| Heeze, to lift. Kame, comb. | 
1. Hecht, promiſed. Kebbuck, a cheeſe. 
Heugh, à coal pit. Keek, peep. 


- — 
2 Kepp, to catch. 


3 Kilted, tuck'd up. 
| Hows, hollows. Kirn, churn. 
| Howms, vallies on river Kiminer, . 
1 | Kurchie, hendlerehief: 
TEE, to jee back and = r U. 
gain, the motion of « Þ AG, to fall behind. 
ballance. Laigh, low. 
: Ull-far'd, il ſavoured, or Lane, own ſelf. 
"0 ugly. Laith, loch. 
Ilka, each. 
Ua, every. 
| tangle, fre. 
Jo, fweet-heart. 
Jork, to bow. 
| Irk, weary or tired. 
| Irie, afraid of ghoſt 
Iſhogles, icicles. 
Ie, I Hall. 
| ther, other. 
K. 


JC AIRN or Cairn, heaps Lib, to gell. 
96 Lilt, 4 tune. 


- 


ad — 


EXPLANATION or 
| Linkan, to move quickly. Menzie, e company or is- 


| Lior, rather. finue. 

Loun, « fy wencher. 332 
Lout, to bow. Minny, mother. 

Lowan, flaming. Mirk, dark. 

Lown, calm. Mons-meg, @ very large. 


Lacken. gathered together, iron cannon in the caſtle 
or cloſe join'd to one a= of Edinburgh, capable 


| nother. |  , of bolding two people. 
** r. Mou, mouth. 
N. Moup, to eat as wanting 
N Mair, more. þ e 
Makſaa, it anetters mot. Maes, ln vn 
Mane, man. | boods. 
March, limits or border of N. 
N. ond Nec, wo, none 
Nane, none. | 
Nees, noſe. | 
Neiſt, next. 
— ++-=Laak 
. | O. 
| E, 1 child 
— = Of ; 


Ony, any 
Ourly, a craver. 


cor dle. 


THE SCOTS WORDS. 
Owſen, oxen. | Riſe, plenty. 9. 
Oxter, arm-pit., Riggs, ridges, 
= „ Row, calf. 
ANTREY, 4 buttery. Rowth, wealth. 
| Partans, crab-filp. Rude, croſs. 
Pat, put. \ Runkled, wrinkled. 


| Cunning. Rung, à club. | 
— pig : Ruſe or Rooſe, 10 praiſe. 
Peat-pot, peat coal pit. « 
| Pibroch, @ highland tune. QAE, . 
Pickle, a ſmall ſhare. ; ule, fn. . 
| Fig, carthen pet. air, fore. 
Pillar, /to91 — Sawt, falt, 
Pine, pain. Seim, appearance. 
Pith, ffrengfh. Sell, ſelf. 
Plet, to /old. Id. twiſt, Sey, try. 
Pou, or pu. well. Shangy-mouth'd or ſhevil- 


Powſowdy, ram-head ſoup, gabit, the mouth much to 

Prig. baggle. 

Prive, to prove or taſte. 

R. 

Run. v. | 
Raſhes, ruſhes. 

| Red up, put in oracr. 

] Renzic, rein. 

Rever, robber. 


hy 1 S Þy 2 has 
9 


EXPLANATION OF 


Stoup, à prop, 
Strat, firaw. 
Streek, retch. 
Stenzie, to flain. 
. Swats, ſmall ale. 


Sweer, urwilling, 44. 
Swither, in doubt. 


Seybows, young onions. 
Syne, them. 
Ss 
TX. toe. 
Tald, told. 
Taiken, toten. 


Tap, top. 
Tauk, fall. 


n 
| gruel, boil d like paſte. Theyſe, they ſhall. 


Soum, of ſheep 20. Thole, to ſuffer. 
| Spake, ſpole. Thowleſs, /piritle/s. 
Speer, to aſk. Thud, noiſe of a firoke. 
Spelding, dry'd white-fi/h. Tine, loſe. 
Stane, ſlone. Tint, loft. 
Starns, far. Titter, rather. 
Steek, Hut. Tocher, dowry. 
Stend, ſtalt haſtily. Tooly, fight, contend. 


Stirk, a hung bullock. Todlen, a rolling ſhort ſie? 


T 
1 
7 
1 

£4 


Tane, taken. Id. the .. 


- _ —— 2 8 . "ou ** a 5 ro 
r We nu 2 
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Touzle, to ruffic. Whang, à large cut. 
Trow, believe. it. 
Triſte, appointment. Whilk, which, * 


Ton, to part ſom. = Whinging, bi. 
W. Mhiſht, hold your peace. 32 

WII. would. Whillywha, a cheat or bite. A 
Wae, woe. Wilks, periwinkles. 
Wale, to chuſe the choice. Win cr Won, dwell, 


Waen, child. Winna, will not. 
Wallowit, faded or withe- Winſome, handſome. 
Wan, pale. Id. Won, Writherſhins, to move con- 
Walop, gallop. trary.- 
4 Wame, wornb, belly. Woo, wool. 
Ware, beſtow. Wood, mad. . 
War, worſe. Woody, a with, 
Wat, know. | Wow! wonderful ! Id. ab! 
 Waws, avalls. Wylie, cunning. 


Wawk, walk. Id. wake. Wyſon, the gullet. 
Wawkrife, not inclined to Wyte, to blame. 


ſeep. * Unco, very firange. A 
Wear in, hem in. | 1. 8 
Wee, little. _— I. a mare. 
Weind, thought. - Yelſe, je ſhall. 
Weirs, wars. | Yern, defire. 
Wa, who. Teſtreen, yeſternight.. 
F IL 0 8A y 


